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i To THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


 FHE LADY 


HENRIETT A WENTWORTH 
BARONESS OF 


NETTLESTED. 


g Ladyfbips Pardon, when I 
inconſiderable a T rifle as 4 Play at your 
ſhips Feet; the acceſs to ſo nch Divi- 


being that 22 Bleſſing, that not 
— or uaballowed dare to * to. 12 


aunty, whatever Awe t 1 


Greatzeſs an Be 
into all other Adorers, are not defended 

der Devotions of Poetry: For 125 is len Poets Pre- 
ſumption, that they have ſo 
ces in F fligie, till they bave 


owed their Ambiti- 


tion from the Heroes they write, and tbeir Confidence 


ſtem the Stage that repreſents them. 


'Tis true; we live in an Ape ſo Critical and'fo ſe- 


Vere, 


convers d with Prin- 


1 
5 
f 
ö 

| 


—— Rn 


— 


— — 


ee the Records: 


. — 


were, that the Muſes 


Tow 2 
late . . 
Poetry being ſo | maliciouſly Ar 
but the Patronage of 4 Great Name can — it a 
Paſs, to 2 peaceably and unmoleſted : And in theſe 
e es, 'Self-preſervation and Security make 


we Eule, c a little more excuſable. 


28 ragged Traveller that ſeeks a Shelter 
in 4 Storm thaugh under the Battlements of an Im- 
perial —＋ is not much to be blamed. Ibis ti 
that makes Poetry always come into the World un- 
Jo the Umbrage of Quality, whilſt Poets, like their 
bling Qriginal ever venture abroad without a Guide. 
Nor (can even the weakeſt Brother of the Mes fail, 
phes, Greatneſs and Beauty are at once its powerful. 
Sep The Lady Henrietta's Name will prove 4* 


Charms againſt the'ſbarpeſt Griticks: What Malice 


dures. Hide where ſo much Beauty fields ? And in- 

= Mit can bope for no Succefs but when favored 
Ly. the Fair; aud ti by their-lnfluence alone, the Po- 
ers, ever, can he made immortal; mbo in return 
can nt faintly pay their Tribute to 4 Homer Jo favo- 
rable, ſince your Ladyſhip bas u far greater Title 10 
1 75 ame, from the vaſt 


'Y merits 
* 


Ep Dede 
e 7 a the Poe. 
. began can mitke 

917 Far amous Lats of Cnc ** the no 0 
Famous Lord Wentworth, both Generals under on 
late Sacred Majeſty, are thofe never-to-be- forgotten 
Heroes, that whilſt the World ſhall have an Ear, 
and Wander a Tongue, ſhall never want a Name: 
Worthies of that generous Leal, and indefatigable Al. 
legiance, till they drein d their E ſtates ſo low, that 
te even to the Nakedneſs of Gladiator. Their 
— the Service of their King, being not on- 

bes ins but their Religion; inſomuch, that like 
* that reſignes bis Share in the World for an Inte- 
reſt in Heaven, they were ſo little dejeted even at 
ine it ſelf, when in a Canſe ſo Glorious, that they 
e the very Pouerty of Philolophers withthe Pride 
of Triumphers and the Pleaſure of Martyrs': "And 
to attain the bigheſt Character of 2 — that Hu- 
manity ever reacht, with the Þravery and Courage 
of an Alexander, they bad- the Peace and Cohen 
of @ Diogenes. 

But their Honorable Loſſes your Lach bp hinder 
Stars have amply repaid: And all thoſe Debts of Pyo- 
vigence thoſe Ly. Suſfererr did not e long enough 


to receive; their Arrears of Glory, are in your Lach- 
ſhips 


= _— — — 


_— 


The Exil Dedictory. 


bir pier Bi cad es Tr 


bl 1 — theſe that l M, 

ric to theſe t aſs 
of World Bleſſmes, as if Providence ba — 
to adde new Ornaments to Her, whoſe Binh, 
Charms and Vertnes in themſelves done, render'd 
her a Beauty inacceſſible. So juſt it is, tha ſuch In- 


finite Perfecliont ſhould be no little Care of Hea- 


ven, that are ſo great a part of it. But in the 
ſtrange and proſperous Recovery of your 
exbauſted Patrimonies, the nnexampled Induſtry of 
the Lady Philadelphia, your Ladyſpips * 
ther, to ber immortal praiſe, will never ten. 
When Fate, 1772 Straah, had rob'd her of 
her dear Lor 2 a os ſo ſirungely de- 
moliſb d, Lac . of an Eflate where the 
Thunder of the 2 had made the Defolawon- ſo. 
low, ani tbe Breaches ſo wide, | that ibe ok 
Proſpett would babe duunted a. more than 
Spirit: where all hopes of Re-building wonld om 
an Attempt altogether 1 wee Yet — 
the bolder Lady Philad 
ſtemmi d all 2 Taler af * —— 


5 ꝗ 5 ipweacks; abr ye 
Pains, aud no 


fan; 


wouderfial Sucodk, —_— 


s "I 
n= * 
C % 4 
7 - 


The Epiſtle Jedicatory., 
bar rauher ereated than reparred 9 5 ; bas mir 
"heaped 'ropether mn inte Treaſure with 
no” leſs Toi than if ſhe had labord in the Mine, 
and dig l the very Oar that form d it. Never was 
a loſing Hand ſo ingenionſ? Prey nor 4 laſt” Stake 
Jo artfully managed. Her Happineſs, ber Love and 
Life were ſo lodged in her only Hopes, ber fair 
youg Crt Henrietta, that for her dear ſake, 
to advance ber growing promiſing Glory, ſhe acted 
with a Leal ſo vigorous, as if ſhe had taken a Re- 
ſolution even to out-do the Pelican. 
Hud ar your Ladyſpips Loyal Anceſtors, thoſe two 
memorable Engliſh Champions, are that ſhining Origt- 
nal, that Fame, when ſhe paints any thing that's 
Heroick might for ever Copy from. So they are 
no leſs bleſt in an Heireſs, whoſe Majeſtick Beauty 
to theirs, and her own Eternal Monument, might 
ſerifor 4 Britannia. Tour Hoy Godfather might 
very frankly and largly promiſe Wonders in the 2 
dy Henrietta? Name: For 'twas impoſſible there 
he uny common Branch from a Stock fo perfect. 
ly Illuftrious. How then am I, beyond all meaſure, 
happy, thus Gloriouſly protected? methinks I lock with 
Scorn upon tbe cenſorious World, and can defie in 
Enemies with as great Aſſurance as if I bad the 
a 


Souls. 


FT © The Epilte Beal 
Sous and Syards 
2e 


Hane thi 


"tis no 2 _ rag : Ja the 
ſt of thoſe riters to. come ave attain- 
70 the 9 of thus publick h writing 

my ſel 48) | | 

4 Madam, 
Your LADYSHIPS moſt dutiful, 
and moſt humbly devoted 
Servant, 

E. Seile. 


ORS NAMBR 


Albureiden, Ning Ae, du. bunden Nn 2 

＋ . 7 -in * * 92 \'t 

Altomar, bis Admiral, Mr. C ee 1 BI 
\ , VAL! \ A a 


one „„ 
Artemira, the King's ng: Mrs. Cox. | 

Roſalin, her Confident, , — apt === G a | 
Iſhmael, « Friend of Meroin's Me. Db rr 
Mirvan, ax Eunuch, Mr. Saunders. WL) 

Morat, 0 - Mr. Powel. p 5 9 e 
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Meſſengers, Envoy, Torturers, — Guerds and aue. 
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H hig- Poet write a Tory-Play? 
And you, d with Rage before ſhould nd REES 
— 3 8 abroad, — — F — : 

For you, we find, too often B or lap, 

Juſt as you live, ſpeak, think, and fight, by hap. 

And Poets, we all know, Ch chanye like jou, 

And are alone to their own Intereſt true: 

Can write againſt all Senſe, Hay even their own ;, 

The Vehicle, call'd Penſion Js. oy tf; down. $2. ad eilenk 
No fear of Cudgells where there's hope of Bread : 

A well:-fild Panch forgets. a broken lead. 

But our dull Fp un every ſide is damm d- | 

He has li Play with Late an, Honor cram d. 

Rot your Old faſhion'd Heroe in Romance, 
Who in a Lady's Quarreh break a:Vlannce. % 
Give ws the modiſh Feat of Honor done, 10 
Mit E l · bew Holirta im one Gun.” 

Charg'd but with Eighteen Bullets did I ſay ? 

Damn it, if that won't do, we'll bring one day 6 
£neen Beile's Packet Piſtol into Play. 

Gire ws Heroic Worthies of Renown, _ 

W7th a revenging Rivals Mortal Frown, 

Not by dividing Oceans kept aſunder, 

Whilſt angry Spark comes on, like Jove, with Thunder, 
Gives out in Harlem Gazette, Blood and Wounds 

ly Fray, to ſcull on Engliſh Ground, 

And ſcorning Duels, a poor Prize at Sharps, 

He only fights for Fame in Counterſcarps. 

Do not you follow his Revenge and Fury, 

Be you thoſe tender-hearted things, bis Jury. 


Grove Old-Baily —_ our — : 
Ab no! no Pray'rs nor Bribes your Hearts can ſway, C 
Tour cruel Talents lie the other way. 


Criticks 
Are Poliſh Bulies, fire and lightning all, 
The Blunderbuſs goes off, and where you hit you maul. 


ACT 


Acr I. Scene I. 


A Seraglio. 


Artemire and Roſolin. 


Of her Victorious Altomer. His Praiſe 


Art. H Roſolin, thou att #'fubde Charmer, | 
() To treat thy Princeſs with the ſacred Glade 


Is ſo ſublime a Theme, that ſure *twas ſuch a Sübject 


That once inf the ancient Theban L. 
When even th' inanimate Woods and R * we 
ee 0 
T attend --< ty ; | 
Amir. Madam, Alas ! 
To ſing his Praiſe is but chat humble Tt 
Which the united World ſhould pay; 
His mighty T ſpeak 1 95 
The very Voice 22 7 od 
Then aden in * Univerſal Quite 5 
Art. Ah fe gate Cops 
"Tis not that in his Walls 
He rides Lord, o'th* Wat'ry Main; 
But after en | 
Returns a Conqueror, returns to theſe 
Kind Arms, his deareſt Artemira s Arms. 
Where am I going? I ſhall talk my Sence away 3 


Love me up ſo my ſcaring Soul 
Grows giddy with the Maze it treads. 


Enter Mirvan. 
Mirv. Madam, Lord Meroin defires admittance. 


Art. What brings him here? —— Go tell him I am private. 


That hated Sight's enough to damp my Joys. 
What is his Buſineſs ? 


Mirv. Madam, the Succeſs 


- your Illuſtrious Father's 


ls brought him bg with W 


4 , 
. S486 +4 7 * — ah 
cr k 0 4 8 1 1 


1 
| 
S | 
1 
11 
: 


— — - - - — - 
— = — 
r oo ——_— 


(2) 
eee e ER —TExi Mirvan. 


An. Admit him. 


— ———— — — - —_— — — 4 2 


— — 
And me 3 but my dear Altomar's Applauſe 


Mer. Madam, when the Gods -- - 
2 ſuch Beauty for a Kingdoms Heir, 


In Juſtice to your ——— 
They ſtrow your way wi a Crown: — : 
Your Royal Father to enlai 11 "6 Q 
I has 4p 3 1 2 
High as the makts rhe binding Cement 
this vaſt Pile his vanquiſht Enemies N 3 bare” 
Art. Indeed Sir, our our hte wond gf Set eee 
——— ů —— | 881 wh ts hennns 1 
— —³ N LETS. 


i kJ '[ JJ W v1 £79; * 
AU mD ZRT 
; 1084 16 2210 „ie | 


e aſſiſt me: AN 


— 4 i ng ie 

n * 9 
PI! tune her Peg: F 30 * * 2 Ann. 
Have rais'd ſuch Pleaſures in het w * * „e. * 3 
As ſhall betray the burning Lake wid n ef e . © r — 
Art. My Lord, you have begun noble: pr ** 
And in the Generous pray, Praiſe od od a 


You but expreſs a Kingdom's Obligation. — — — 
Merv. His Praiſes jult; juſt! yes & fromall EPL | 

Such Courage, and ſuch Conduct is a Theme, age | ; pg * 

As would make Malice — and — Rates. | ” 

He managed Ruine wit o proud a Port, 

His very dying Foes in their laſt Groans * 

Could do no leſs than praiſe their fatal Conqueror. 

By all the Gods a nobler of Prager 

Ne'r grac'd an Armies Head ſince that t day, 

When th* angry Angels met, and their kr bright Genel 

Led out th* embattell'd Seraphim to fig 


Wat he vat Sm f Wok ow cr g. 3 


920 * , 4 af 
z . * 17 J .* *2 


= 
— 
3 T4 * : " y * 4 
8 Aſide. 
gf TO} Sx 34 U 


Their gaudy Fleet, with all their gli "Sp 

— th* humbler Gallies round their tal = 
like Porpuſſes beneath the Whale, 

— —_— t Foam to meet the enrag d Altamar. 

Suppoſe on th other (ide, the fierce 

The Fiery Altomar, our Algier Glory, 

The God-like Genius of your Fathers Arms, 

With his proud Navy, all his moving Caſtles 


Meets the valt Foe. 
Art. Oh that a hand ſo loath'd ſhould draw ſo wag a Picture. [ Aſide, 
Mer. Imagine now the Warlike ow 85 | 8 
Ruine and Death with all their Pomp an iſe, 


Alarm the Globe, and frighted Nature 
Whilſt Victory, that Bird of Prey, 
Hovers above Room 
Ihe ert re Sea | 
Below, and a 1 — 
Together joyn, joyn w Fires. ; 
All the re — e 
To grace their Lord, the Conquering Altomar. 
Art. My Lord, I know not from what M Source 
All this kind Language flows ; but ifthere's Riddles © 
In your Applauſe, there (hall be none in mine. hy 
r Picture 75 3 
Below the bright Original. The hi i g 
Deſcription you | er es: 2 
And know, his Vertue, * 
Ang al the Graces that can will pe. 
Make his name worthy to 
Mer. By all hope bub her burning Veins, 
My Fears are true ſhe loves, and has the Pride 


To own it, is her own vain boaſting Trumpet. bs [ Afide, 
Enter Mirvan, _ 4 | | 

Miro. n | 
Mer. Return'd already? Aſide. 
Art. Haſt, and conduct him in. | 
Mer. Curſt be the Name, n Mes 

And doubly curſt the hour I aw that Face. - Trims [ Afide. 
Art. My Lord, | Ps a 


The Illuſtrious Prince's Praiſe is a Theme ; 


And if yqu have more to ſay, ſome time 
B 2 You 


(40 
You will oblige me with the 
a wil gee wth th plat Sb. n 


To make more room ſor my r [Afide. 
Perdition be his Guide, and Plagues his Uſhers, © 
And burning Irons pave the way that leads him. | Exit 


Art. He comes, he comes, now breaks my riling day. 
In the new Sun ſhine the kind Crpids play, 
Ol.ve and Myrtle th: ow his fragrant way. 


Enter Altomar. 


F Alt. Health of my Con any —— of my Eyes, 
ight ot my Worl cls of my Prayers, . 
nnn Sacred Knees? 4 4 
My Joy's too dazling for my Soul to Bet: 
would gaze on, but thou'rt too killing fair. 

Art. Oh riſe my Lord, and hear your Artemirs : 
For ſhe has ſuch Words, ſuch happy Sounds to ſpeak, 
As would give Balm to wounds as deep as Graves, 
And Life even beyond Death. — 

Alt. Speak then ſweet Oracle. ED, | 
And whilſt thy Love breaths rapturts in my Ears, 
I will look Bleſſings from thy Eyes. | 

Art. What a year have our contracted Souls 
Paſt o'er with ſi d lighs, ſtolen looks, gd filent hopes ? 
Awed with a harl(h, ſevere, 1 us Father, Seay 
Whil the big Name of Heireſs to a Crown, OI 
Has kept thy juſt Ambition from my rms? 
But now our ſullen Fears are all blown o'er, 
The Mountain's levell'd, and the Profpi's clear. 


Alt. Be quick dear Heav'n, explain, this dazling Viſion. 1 
Art. Know then laſt night, when doo Farne, | . | ; 
Had brought your Conquetts to my F. (Far I ; 


Charm'd with the News, he came to viſit me: 

Then with ſuch is, ſuch fecling Pride, 

Your Glories, he deſcrib'd and play'd fo well 

Your kind juſt Herald, that my raviſhe Senſe _ 

Could ſcarce contain my Joys: But to compleat 

My Extaſie, at laſt words broke out: 1 

Daughter, ſays he, ſo much this gallant Souldier 

Deſerves from Heaven and me, that tho” I ner 

Intended leſs than a Crown'd Head for you, mY ad 
Vet my Ambition now (hall yield to Jultice, e 


„1 3 ** ts L 304&L, 38) | a ' P. | N 
My Kingdom's Champion with my Kingdoms Heir: 4 | 
At his Return prepare to make him your 


Alt 


(5s) 
Alt. What new-created Light ſurrounds my Soul? ——— 
With ſuch Ccleſtial Harmony 
Spoke that commanding Voice that form'd the World. 
Bid the dark Scene of Night and Chaos vaniſh, 
To ſhow the ſhining Univerſal Theatre, 
Art. We who ſo — — kept our Loves ſo ſecret, 
And with that cautious Fear ſuppreſt our Sighs, 
calous o'th? very Air in which we breath'd em, 
ow at one Chance have all our Wiſhes Crown's : 
One happy Minute ends an Apes Pain. 
Alt. Gre happy Minute! Yes, the happieſt 
That time e er number d ſince the reſtleſs Orbs 
Began th* Eternal Round. Henceforward Time 
Throw by thy common Sand, and let thy Glaſs 
Run Gold, pure ſparkling Oar : And ye high Powers, 
When you'd record ſome new-made Saint, Star, Angel, 
Or ſome bleſt Martyrs Coronation Day, 
Date your immortal Annals from that hour. 
Art. All happineſs attends my deareſt Lord 
Thou art Heav'ns neareſt Care, and their beſt Angels Charge. 
Alt. Where is this more than King, this God-like Father > 
My ſwelling Veins, like Mines of Incenſe burn, 
And my tranſported Soul already kneels 
Low as my Grave t adore his ſacred Feet. 
Art. We (hall obtain that Bleffing inſtantly, 
Each minute I expect him here, your 
Dear Preſence I am ſure will give him Wings. 
And if there's any thing that can detain him, 
It is the Ceremony that he pays 
To an Imperial Stranger. The Uſurper Gayland, 
That great Subverter of the Africk Empire 
Is now my Father's Gueſt. In his return 
From the reducing ſome revolted Towns 
To theit Obedience; 
Taking this Kingdom in his March, has made 
A viſit here. 
Raſ. Madam, the King approaches. 


Enter Albuzciden and Lords. Altomar kneels. 


Alb. Riſe noble Youth, thou Darling of the Stars, 
Whilſt | have thy Heroick Arm to cut 
My way to Fame, and my triumphant Fleet 
Has ſuch an Admiral , Neptwne's my Slave. 
An Arm like thine's 


Enough to make the Tributary God, 


(6) 
And all his floating Glebe my Vaſfals.. 

Alt. You raiſe my little $a Services too hi 
My Wreaths are but the Branches of your 

Alb. Riſe my beſt Friend, and — my Arms : 
Thy Modeſty commends thee and prefers thee ; 
But my dear Altomar, *tis not 
Thy Conquering Arm has made me great abroad, 
But Iriumphs wait me nearer home new Trophies 
Lie at my Feet, whilſt preſſing Glories crowd 
Under my Battlements,— The mighty Gayland, 
The lorg-tam'd Terror of our Africk World, 

Is Artemira's Slave, has (cen, and loves her. 

Alt. What words are theſe? 

An. Oh my blaſted Ears! 

Alb. And in his name full of a Fathers Joy, 

I come to offer as his Advocate, 
The Tribute of a Crown 3 and call her Empreſs. 
Now my beſt Friend, ſince thy Succeſs in Battel, 
And the — of — Blood, 
Have bleſi my Peace ars, making my Throne 
As bright as my Pavilion: as I praiſe oo 
_— Victories, do thou congratulate mine. 
What killing Sounds are theſe ! 
2 Oh cruel Sir, 
What have you done? 

Alb. How, Altomar 

Alt. Ah Royal Sir, take heed how you reſolve: 
What Heaven and Juſtice muſt forbid. Dread Sir, 
Forgive me when thus low I fall to tell you, 

Fair Artemira's mine. 
Alb. What do l hear? 
Alt. Only th' unalterable work of Fate, 
The tender Story of two Hearts, 
Whoſe Loves your Royal Smiles can only Crown. 

Art. Yes, Sacred = your Artemird's Love 
Her chaſte true Love, her lber her only e 
Her generous Fathers can only Crown 
And ſure you will not, cannot frown on _. 

Alb. Fond eaſie Fool, is thy unprincely Soul 
Fill'd with ſuch flaſhy Fires? are thy Blood, 
Birth, Beauty, Sex and Pride ſuch empty Names ? 

Art. Is this your Promiſe dear inhumane Father? 
Did you for this with ſo much cruel 
Repeat the Charming Story of his 
Drawing his Picture Qure fo Divine, ſo 
And bid me when — regs 


[ Aſide. 


She cager | 
Swell'd with the wanton Joy, ran int his arms 3 
Told him her Father had 


a 
And came to offer him his e Bride. 
Shame of thy Blood 

Alt. Oh hold Sir, | 
«tags yr 2 4 ——ů ů — 
2 — ret ife you wrong her : 


I wor her y;by you!” bright Eternals, 
I took her Heart by Storm: Her guarded Breaſt 
Stood my long Siege, with all her Sexes Pride. 
By all the Stars, and her own brighter Eyes, 
To conquer that ineſtimable Prize, / 
I breath'd ſuch Sighs as might have melted Rocks, 
— — — — 28 — have woo'd' a — 
rom my drown'd Eyes made a long Deluge row 
— yay wy hop 1 : 
And it at generous vanquiſht Pity, 
Can — 1 7 wilh for me * 
It is not with t | Thought 
Below her ſelf the ter of a i 
And the moſt Sovereign Beauth of the World. 
Alb. Hold Be that blaſted T for ever dumb. 
What do I live to hear? By all that's d, 
This is an old Intrigue. The wanton Traytors 
Have given and ſeit d, bargain'd and barter'd Hearts, 
Chang'd their fond Eyes, and mixt th* engendering Baſilisks 
Without my Knowledge. That rebellious Syren 
Has pawn'd her Honor, fold my Kingdoms Heir, 
Whilſt th* inſignificant deluded Father 
Was not thought worthy of the dark Cabal 
But I'm too patient 
Art. Is this my King and Father ? 
Why was I born with Eyes, if this muſt be their Object 
Alb. No Diſobedient, thou wert born 
With thoſe falſe _ to find thy way to Ruine; 
But I'll put out th? infatuating Meteor. 
Prepare, fond Girl, to obey thy Fathers Wilt, 
rs "_ all thy vaprous wandring Fires, 
And gild thy Brows with an Imperial Diadem. 


Psepare by th' Setting of to morrow's Sun, 
To ſleep in Gayland's arms, or ſleep for ever. 


Alte 


(8) : 
Alt. Oh hold, let not the Breath of Majeſty 


Pronounce thoſe barbarous words.as will uu | 26 

Think, think what Cruelty ———— —— | 
Alb. Take him away, - [| Attendants ſeine him. 

Contine him a cloſe Priſoner to his Chamber. 

The Charge be yours. [ To Morat. 


Alt, Confuſion, to a Jayl ! 
Alb. And to remove all Bars to my Ambition 
He that amongſt you (mark me) — but breath 
One Syllable of this bold Traytor's Love, 
By All, the Villain dies. And you Morat, 
Perform your Charge: If you but let him tir , 
Or in revenge of his defeated Arrogance, 
By Letters, or by Meſſages attempt : 
Ought that may block her way to G 
(Obſerve me well) thou'rt Food for — 2 
Art. Is this a Father's Voice, ye Gods, I die. Haus 
Alt. Oh raiſe thy drooping head, look up fair injured Sweetneſa, 
And hear thoſe Sounds ſhall ſtrike Diſhonor dead. 
Ungrateful King, is this the black Reward, 


Which you return your 2 7 rg Toyls ? 
Have | for this, from all the Ports of Fame, bt 
Paſt all the Storms of Fate to make you | "war ag 


All dyed your Ocean with the Chriſtian 

And (fince you make me vain) ſent down ſuch * 

Of your ſlain Foes to the Infernal Shades 
Alb. Vain-glorious Fool / 

What if you conquer'd, was it not by me 7 

Was't not my Fleet, my Arms, m ar ines ome 

And I the mighty Genius that inſpir | 

Take the vain Boaſter hence * 
Alt. Vet ſtay. 

Inſpired by thee thy barbarous Genius! No. 

Ifl Fubdued * was Artemirs conquer d: 

For her I fought, for her I — z flP'd 

Wich her great Love, and her immortal Charms, 

I ftrook my Javelin in che Gates of Death, 

And all the crowding Fates preſt out in Arms, 

To aid thy Cauſe. At her dread Name, 

Strength of my arm, and Goddeſs of my Wars, 

Deſtruction, Conqueſt, Ruine hung round my Shield. 

My Cauſe, Life, Courage, Glory, 

And Guardian Angells all were Artemira s. 
Alb. Proud inſolent Boy, to make her Vanity 


As great as thine. ow Cauſe, 22 
E Gayland's Heart 
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Beneath her Feet a and Empire lic, 
— — 22 

Alt. Oh 1 am loſt. 

Art. Hear me but one word : 
If you're reſolv d I ſhall be falſe, falſe to 
This gallant man, the Lord of all my Vows; 
My Loſs will break his Heart, and I ſhall be his Murderer. 
You'll make me crueller than your Venetian Enemies; 
When in a baſe Return to all his 


Your Daughters corn muſt kill your Champion, 
And ſtab that Heart or Fol eve rc: 
Alt. Great Gods, E ſees that kneeli 


Unmoved with all her Prayers. Inverted 
Can man be deat when Heaven is a = ? 

Art. Ah Sir, it &er my gentle Mother pleas'd you, 
If th* only Reliques of — — Blood 
Can move you to Compaſſion, how it now. 
Tis true, dread Sir, I know you'd make me great 
But what's Ambition where - above it ? 
You'd fix me high on an 


But if you do, you . ups oh 


To the dif; of her degenerate 

I ſce that baſe born Iſue of her Ey es; 

But know, fond Girl, Il drein the muddy Stream. 
Art. Yes when yoove hooks Ghar Meas Gam whence — 

Oh my loved Lord. [To Altomar, 
Alb. —— Leno i « 


| 2 ing Monſters. 
IE . 

No Power ? One Look from thoſe fair 

Is worth ten thouſand Gaylands Souls. 


Alb. Dull Slaves 
Art. Lord of my Life. [ Exit forced ont. 
Alt. My Saint, my Heaven Farewel. [ Exennt all but Altomar, and 


Morat, and two more Attendants. 
C Of 


(wo) 
What's Conqueſt, Fame, and all 1 


Of Love in their Meridian 
— — which the Breath of Power, 


Burſts with a Blaſt, and they are Teen no more. 
Ye bright Diſpenſers of our Humane Fate, 
Bring me but back to thoſe clear Streams of Bliſs, 

Which 1 enjoy'd but one halt hour ago; 

And Fd not change my State of Happineſs 

For all that Vanity your Sun looks round, 

And all thoſe worlds your great firft Mover rowls. 

Mor. My Lord, I hope you'll pardon that harſh Office 

Which I with horror bear. Believe me Sir, 

My very Soul deplores your rigid Fate, 

Alt. I thank thee kind Morat; but be not troubled ; 

Alas I'm fallen and lolt, ordain'd for Ruine; 

A miſerable thing not worth thy Pity. 

"Tis true 
Once my bleſt Hopes lo dd Hair, the Candidates 

Of Glory but alas thoſe — 

That then ſmiled on me, bore me on Wings, 

And nurs'd me as the Child and Heir of Fortune, 

Now ſee my ſinking State, and like falſe Friends deſert me. 
Mor. Your Fate draws Tears even from a'Souldicrs Eyes. 
Alt. And can Man pity me when Heaven forſakes me? 

Far me, no matter if my impurer Blood 

Were ſet afloat, my droſſy worthtefs Aches, 

Trod by the Tyrants meaneſt Slavts tu Dirt: 

But oh that Tyrant ſtrikes at Artrmira, 

His Savage Fury breaks her tender Heart. 

Take heed, ye crucl Powers, her Fate, ye'Gods, prevent, 

Or all your Heaven, too late, will the dire deed repent, 

At her black Doom I ſhall not ſigh alone; 

Your ſhaking World at her laſt — will groan. 

The waning Lamps of your pale trembling Skies, 

At her cloſed Lights will fhut their aking Eyes. 

By Heav'ng, not your own Ood- heads ſhall go free, 

You too Mall all my Fellow-mourners be, £ 
And hang your ſad and drooping Heads like me. 


ACT 


2 


(un) 
AcTI. SCENE II. 


The Scene, a Room of State. 


Meroin, and Iſmael, Diſney. 


Mer, HE Cauſe of all her Pride and Scom is plain, 
By all the Witchcrafts of the Sex tis plain. 
is Altomar's the Man. No wonder ſhe has 
Been Deaf to all my Prayers: all her warm Gales 
Were th' happy Altomars ; whilſt nothing but 
Her Winter Stormy Northern Blaſts were mine. 
Ih. Wer't my Cauſe my Lord, 
I would not curſe, nor fret my Spleen in vain 3 
Return her Scorn with Scorn. 
Beautie's a Flower, thai whilſt tis kind, is fragrant; 
But when Diſdain has canker'd all its Sweets, 
"Tis a rank weed. 
Mer. A rank one tis indeed 
And if that poyſonous weed, the Bane of all 
My Peace muſt root in my curſt Rival's Arms, 
— — Gods, to plant it there. 
Oh — — I could — rareſt — * 
Pd ſtuff her Pillows vvith the Stings of Scorpions : 
Oh hovv tvvould make her mount into his Arms. 
Act the ſoft Dalliance vvith that Heat, that Fire 
Then to compleat the vvanton Game, Id mix 
Her amorous Potions vvith the Blood of Aſpi 
VVhilſt he, like Jove, came on in Thunder, 
Should meet him like the burning Semele. 
Ih. V'Vhy all this Storm againſt the poor loſt Altemaer ? 
Sir, you forget that all his hopes are vaniſhe, 
And *tis — Gayland muſt enjoy her. 
Mer. You talk like a ravv Lover: He enjoy her? 
And rnuſt I tamely live to ſee the Cauſe, 
The curſed Source of all my endleſs pains, 
Shine the Bright Empreſs of our Southern VVorld, 
And riſe in Glory vvhil(t 1 ſet in Ruine? 
No, Iſmael, there's a Spark in all great Souls 
Men call Revenge, ſupplics the dying Fire 
Of injured Love. To gratihe that laſt 
Dear pleaſure, knovv this Sorcereſs muſt die. „ 
Ih. My Lord, your high Reſcntments are but juſt 3 


But ſhould you periſh in t Kune 
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Mer. No matter : 
For I've at once out. lived my Peace and'Glory, 
For twelve long years I was the Algerine 
Victorious Admiral, 
Till all my Services, my Toyls and Wounds 
Forgotten, my ungrateful barb'rous 
Could cloud me in the Noon of all my Glories, 
And give my Lawrels to the curſed Altomar. 
My Love deſtroy d, 
And Honor loſt, think Ihmael, with what ſmall 
Delight I wear this Load of Fleſh and Blood. 

Ih. You have but too much reaſon to complain- 

Mer. Give me kind Stars that favorable Minute, 
When I may ſtab — — Then Monſters, 

Puniſh her Scorn, 
Though the next bur you mad the Votre Gorge 
re 
* 2 5 Sir—— You've ſerved the Father, and adored the Daughter, 
can your W rongs lo much Rage ? 

Mer. Yes Iſhmael, yes, does not the thirſty Traveller 
Loath the dear when once the Fountain's poyſon d 
Iſhmael, I know and dare truſt thee ; 

Know then, I have here that working V , like 
Wit's Goddeſs teeming in the *rers 5 
— ſomething ominous foretells, my Liſe 

it will make ly Potts favnicerat': 
Tat id have a hoarded Maſs 
Of Infinite Wealth, which dead, I'll make thee Lord of : 
But if 1 * with Life, I have a Veſſel - - 
Ready ith to fly to Alexandria, 
Where thou my Friend, ſhalt ſhare my Fortunes with mc. 

Ih. Sir, to reward you for this Princely Bounty, 

1 have that Story for your Ears, ſhall wing | 
Your inſpired. Vengeance. 
Mer. — 4 2 
Know then, this Alromar, your hated Rival, 
Is the true Heir to th Empire of Morocco. 

Mer. Ha 

Ih. You know the Story of that Bloody Empreſs, 
Whoſe murther'd Son, and poylon'd Husband, cleared 
Her Favorit's Paſſage to th Imperial Seat. 

Mer. Go on. 

Ih. That Empreſs, to ſecure his Title, 

And leave no Branch of the Imperial Stock 

That might in time grow up t o'erſhade his Luſtre, | 

Delig'd to ſacrifice the only Retiques | * f 
| th? 


Co 
O'th' Royal Blood, the murder d Maly Labaſſes 
Two Infant Sons. My ſelf and Lord Abdalla 
(Now Gayland's General) were then 
Two Favorites in the Morocco Court, 
And th' Emprefs Confidents : And to our Care 
She truſted the diſpatch of the dire deed. 
But we in pity to the Royal Infants, 
And partly for the Hopes of a Reward, 
Convey d em to their Uncle Amarath, 


Cayliff of Egypt. 
Mer vo! well, proceed. 
16. But to avoid all Dangers of the Storm, 
That the revengfull Empreſs would have rais'd, 
If e er ſhe knew we had repealed their Doom, 
Eer we diſcloſed what our rich Preſent was, 
We {wore him firſt by Alla, ne er to breath 
Their Story, Quality, or their true Names 
To ought in this lower World. That done, we left em; 
Where, as his own adopted Sons he bred 'em, 
In that dark Miſt, even to themſelves diſguis'd 3 
And in purſuit of his Religious Vow, 
Some twelve years ſince th old pious Dotard died, 
I 'em 1— that — —— he — 3 
Oh Iſbmael, thou very 3 
But art thou ſure this mighty $ecrer's ſa? 
16. Fear not, tis only lodged in our two Breaſts; 
And for my part, I hate him worſe than you: 
For he has done me Wrongs unpardonable. | 
For know, my Lord, at the great Siege of Candy, 
Under the Sultan's Banners, I had the Honor 
To head a Troop of Horſe, and by ill Fate 
I had this very Altomer my Colonel: 
Where, for I knew not what, only a certain 
Antipathy he bore me, by his Influence 
With the Grand Viſier, unprovoked, uninjured, 
He both caſhier'd and baniſht me; for which 
I owe him Ruine, and would pawn my Soul to pay't him. 
Mer. Now thou art brave. 
16. And for Abdalla's talking, 


l | 
| 
| 
* | 
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His Tongue is Sealed with ſtronger Bonds than mine: 
For ſhould the furious Gayland ever 
There lives an Heir of the Impenal Line, 
And by Abdalla faved, his Head would pay for't. 
Mer. Oh Iſbmael, guard thy Tongue, lock up this Secret 
Cloſe as thy Heart, aud dearce: than thy Life. 
Ih. Your Favors would {cure a greater Truſt, 
Mer. For ſhould it reach the Ears of Abuzetder, 
No doubt twould ſoſten him to that degree, 
That I ſhould fee the cruel Artemrira 
Lodged in my hated proſperous Rival's Arms : 
A Sight would blaſt me. 
I muſt make haſte, my Vengeance is too tardy 5 
The Saturnine dull Planet moves too flow, 
But into Deeds I'll put my faint Defire, 
Drive and ſpur on my ſluggiſh Orb of Fire. 


Enter King and Artemira. 


Art. Ah Royal Sir, as you would reign immortal, 
Have Angels ever guard you, Heaven love you, 
Men fear you, and Virgins pray-for you, 

Pity my Pains, and this dize Doom recal. 

ing. Kind Meroin, my Friend and Councellar, 
Inſtruct me how to chide this ſtubborn Girl ; 
_— by my Life I — * — 2 FU 
An Emperor's Heart, with all that daali or, 
That would both Crown her Youth, and bleſ my Days; 
And would you think it,the mean Spirited Wretch, 
Deaf to th' Acceptance of a Courting God-head, 
Starts from a Throne, and (hrinks/jinto.a Shade. 

Art. Conſider Sir, what tis you would command; 
You give what tis impoſſible to take. 

Ah Sir, I love the Noble Altamar, 
And with a Faith ſo true. 

King. By Hell ſhe braves we, 

Triumphant in th' incorrigible Shame. T 

Mer. Ah Madam, were I worthy to adviſe, 
Your Royal Father pleads with ſo much Reaſon 

Art. Peace ſawey Monſter, am I fall'n fo low? 
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Becauſe my Father is my Torturer? 
Dareſt — — to talk, thou black Incendiary ? 
But to confute all thou dareſt ſay or think, 
Know the leaſt Thought of Altomar I value 
Bove Gayland's Crown, and all his Africk, World. 
Nay his leaſt Look is worth whole Millions 
Of ſuch baſe Lives as this bold Slave's that hates him. 
Mer. Now all the Poyſon of a bloated Toad 
Bliſter that Face, and purple Plagues new paint it. Asal. 
Art. Ah Sir, what is't you'd have me do? If I 
Love Altomar, can I love Gayland too? 
Love is the very Soul of the Creation, 
And Conſtancy the Soul of Love : And then 
Can I love twice? She whoſe divided Heart 
Admits more Loves than one, does but like her 
That breaks a precious Diamond into Sparks, 
And makes that worthleſs, was before ineſtimable. 
King. Alas, I do not court thee to be falſe: 
*Tis then thou'rt falſe when thou loveſt Altomar ; 
Falſe to thy Blood, thy Honor, and to me, 
To love below the Daughter of a King; 
But fix thy Eyes on an _ Head, 
And then thou'rt truly Jult. Thou canſt not gueſs 
The Charms of Love within a Monarch's Arms: 
Thy Beauty ona Throne ſhall not fhine only 
For thy long Youth, but be even in thy Age triumphant, 
Whilſt to purſue the Trophies thou haſt won, 
Thy young Heroick Sons ſhall conquer Kingdoms, | 
And their fair Siſters Kings. 
Art. Oh miſery ! | 
King. Nor is this all; t' embrace the Crown 1 offer, | 
Conſider, thou wilt make thy Father great: 
All my Ambition bounds in this Alliance. 
In this bleſt Marriage from my Blood will ſpring 
That Race ſhall fill the Africk Throne for ever. 
Art. Oh Ruinc! 
Mer. Your Gracious Father —— 
Art. Dares that Villain fpeak ? 
Remove that hated Monſter from my Sight. 


* 
- — — — — 


Mer. 
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Mer. And that proud Devil from the World. 


Art. Alas, what is that gay vain thing call'd Empite, 
You'd have me loſe my Peace and Heav'n to purchaſe? 


When from this Heart, my Altomar's dear Throne, 
Its Lord I baniſh, tis a pain {o great, 
Horror and Hell will fill the empty Seat. 


[ Aide. 


King. A Daughter! Death! why was ſhe born to plague me? 


Ve Gods, what ways ye find to make Man wretched! 
Our very Heirs, the Branches of our ſelves 

Are not our own : The Gallant and the Great 

Mix active Fires to mould their Likeneſſes, 

Whilſt ſome malignant Planet ſheds his Venom, 
Clubs in his Drols, to baſtardize their Souls, 

And grafts a Fool upon a Royal Stock. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My Lord, the Emperor 

King. Now Rebel Daughter, 
I muſt be ſhort: prepare to entertain 
This mighty man with all yout kindeſt Looks; 
Breath one harſh Note, to ſhew your Soul's untuned 3 
Ruffle that Face but with one angry Blaſt, 
And the next hour your Darling breathes his laſt, 
Obey me, or expect the Traytor's Head. 


Enter Gayland attended. 


Art. Nurs'd in a Palace, and a King my Parent, 
And yet thus wretched ! would I had met my Altomar 
In ſome more hoſpitable Deſart born : 

What tho*' we lived with Brutes and . 

_ would be kinder than inhumane Fat ; 
ing. Great Sir, I leave you to your Fate, Succeſs 

And Victory, your long-known Slaves attend you. 

Gayl. Majeſtick Excellence, I come to lay 
A Monarch at thy Feet. 

So Lov's ſoft Goddeſs War's fierce God diſarms, 
Melts down his Native Fury in her Arms; 
Soltens the Influence of his angry Fires, 


[Exit 


And 
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And blunts the Edge of Fate. 

Art. Excellent Vanity! 

Gayl. Madam, I ne er was truly great till now. 
What are the Courts of Kings it Love's not there ? 
What's the unpoliſht ſlaughtering Warrier, but 
A nobler Savage, till by Love ? 

War, Victory and Crowns, 
But the rude Oar, and the rough Minerals bring, 
"St. In what big Tone this gied Organ pealt 
t. In what big Tone this gi gan Aſide. 
But now to — him, Oh Love aſſiſt me! L 45 
_ Sir L Gir Di 
ayl. 8 ir Divinit 

47. Methinks x 
You magnihe Love's little God too much, 

And add too glittering Plumes to the blind Boy. 
Alas, his unfledg d Wings ſoar not ſo high. 

Does not th explodi orld at beſt call Beauty, 
A ſhort-liv'd Bloom, Love Man's Effeminacy, 
And Woman only Natures fair Defed ? 

Gayl. Hold beauteous Brightneſs, Artemrira's Eyes 

Shall make a Convert of that ſenceleſs World : 
Aſcend my dazling Throne, and then fee what 
The Tributary World ſhall pay to Beauty ? 
Thus Crown'd, thou ſhalt not only be adored 

By proſtrate Nations, but thoſe Nations Lord. 

us the Imperial Monarch of the Skies, 
Melts his Eternal Day in Jan's Eyes. 
So ſhalt thou reign like her, but bleſt above 
Her humbler Joys in a more faithful Jove. | 

Art. Inſufferable Vanity; Oh Love, how vaſt 

Aud — ofa K ? 5 _ 
t r a 
Gayl. — * 
So glorious ſhall my Artemira ſhine, 
That Humane Eyes ſhan't dare look up fo high; 
But blinded ſtand with thy o ing Light. 
iſes ſuch Wonders, 


Art. Great Sir, your Bounty 
That to experience your uf 


Favors, 
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- Thave a Boon to beg. "0 
Gayl. Speak and command 1 it. 

Art. It will offend you. 

Gayl. By my Crown it ſhall not. 


Art. Have I your Promiſe? 
Gazl. Upon he word of Majeſty 
"Art. I'm fatisfied, and now dare freely fpeak. 
Great Sir, no common Pride ought to embrace 
Thoſe Glories * intend ſor me; but Sir, 
— I lov'd before, and love an Object 
Below your Royal Greatneſs : For alas, 
All Beauties are not born to conquer Kings; 
Yet may be happ py far below a Crown ; 
And tho the mighty Gayland only ought | 
To (torm and — yet I hope you'l ' omg me 
You'll win me bravely, and not ſee ſeek to 
My Heart till you-have nouly oonquer d it. 


Euter Alomar diſguiſed, A Morat. 
J. By theſe white 1 1 bear [Kiffing ber Hand, 
By Ale, La, and my own Im | 


| never wear this 

Mor. Keep your 

Alt. Her yielding Hand fnatche to his greedy Lips, 
Seiz d and devour'd by that in 

Art. Then I've my Wiſh, now W 4 Mtomar, 
I've cut off all his Hopes t inv y Nights * 
He'll never wear thy JewePtill-he baron it; 5 
And that is never: For this Hearr's ror nf wg 
And if thete's Strength in Vows, of Dathe, or « Honor 
ry reli nos fe Abu e el 

Alt — 


Ae Tve won. 


al. A favor'd Nie 
wits v'ns ſhe's now ( 

- An e er tho 
Guard all the: 


art, 


of her « 


4 
| 


Nuit or we are loſt ſor ever. [To Altomar, 


| [ Aſide. 
[Afide. 
(c.. 


How 
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How at my Sun ſuch | ap thin Shadows fly. 
Art. Now Royal Sir, your Gallagery----- , 
Alt. Oh horror ! [Aſide 
Art. Your matchleſs Gallantry has ſo much Honor, ; 
And ſo much Charm, that it has given me all 
She's gon ! She's Aſae. 
Gayl. Oh my fair ales when infinite Maſs of Glory : 
Do my vaſt Hopes embrace 
Come bright illuſtrious fair, let Fools and Cowards 
Invoke the help of the kind Powers above, 
Call on each Star to aid their daſtard Love. 
On my own Strength my Tug of Fate ſhall lie, 
And let the gazing Gods ſtand Neuter by. [Exennt. 


Manent Altomar and Morat. 


Alt. Oh I am loſt! not the dark Womb of Earth, 
That teems with tortur'd Ghoſts in the black Realms 
GOT has a Soul ſo loſt — 

Suppreſs your Rage, per ou are miſtaken ; 

What tho' ſhe gazed upon that pai hd Plume, 
And her kind Tongue careſs'd the vain proud Fool, 
How do you know but this fond Apparition 
May be Deſign and Artifice, not Love? 

Ale. Deſign l Ah no, Het Heart, her Soul's a going. 
I ſaw her, heard her falſe, beheld thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe once unerring Lights, inchanted with 
That ſhining Comet Power : Saw thoſe bright Suns 
Leave their long Tracks of Truth, Faith, Love, 
Whilſt a new Phaeton uſurp d the Throne, 
To ſet that World lence on Fire. 

Mor. How has your Curiofity undone you? 
Why did you wooe me from your milder Gaol, 
And beg this ſhort Enlargement on your Knees, 
To meet this Sight, and be your own Tormenter ? 
+ Alt. What tho'I'd known ſhould have found her falſe? 
Not ſee her! Ah, who could forbear to ſee her? 
Thoſe dear fair Eyes have Charts even when they kill. 
8o in a Plague, when * . 

2 


Some 
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Some bright Commiſlion'd —— to deſtt 
Could — ſee the Divine Arm — 
We — behold unutterable Glory. Fo 
'Tis not the Vengeance that it pours, can leſſen 
The Majeſty of a deſtroying Deity. 
Mor. I have not gone thus far, ventur'd my Head 
T' unloofe your Chains, brought you thus far to ruine, 
And leave you thus. No, Ill go on, thro Fate 
And Death; but I will give your Torments Eaſe. 
Alt. Dear generous, kind Morat. 
Mor. By Heav'ns I'll carry 
This Faithleſs Woman all your Sighs, your Wrongs, 
Your juſt Reſentments of ker lity - 
If ſhe has Honor, Sence or Same 
Alt. Alas, 
Though thou could'ſt lay my dying Groans before her, 
What would that move, if lhe's refoly'd to kill ? 
Mor. My Lord, I pity you. 


Alt. Indeed I want it. 
houghts, you your own ſelf 
ts. 


Mor. Now upon ſecond t 
Shall tell her your Reſentmen 

"i 

This Night to viſit her. 
Alt. My Tutelar Angel! 
Morat. Thus then ——— By th help of Night, 

I will convey you ſafe to the Seraglio: 

* Alt. Goon. 
Morat. Kind Roſolin your faithful Confident, 

F'm certain will admit you: | 

And to ſecure you from all dangerous Eyes, 

Remove the Princeis s watchful Slaves: And tho” 

The cruel Artemire would deny you, 

It would be then too late : Her very dread o'th' Outrage, 

To which her harſh Denials may tranſport you, 

Will make your way: For ſince ſhe's ſenſible, 

That to diſcover you would give you Death, 

For your paſt Loves 

She will not be your Murderer. Now try 


Your 
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Your Fortune, and unrigdle all your Fears. 
Alt. Now art thou kinder than my Prayers could ask. 
Mor, Alas, my Lord, 
I cannot ſee your Soul thus Tempeſt-ſhaken, 
But I muſt either calm the Storm, or drown in't. 
At. Thou beſt of Friends 
Mor. But, Sir, I muſt conjure you, 
Whatever Aſpect or Diſdain you meet, 
Let not your Wrongs riſe gh, nor yet talk loud, 
Leſt your wild 1 your own deſtroyer. 
Alt. No, dear Morat, $ e the worlt : Imagine 
She meets me with a Look all cold, and bleak 
As Winter Stars : Nay, to compleat my miſery, 
Suppoſe her fallen to that A x 
That ſhe dares boldly tell me, that ſhe loves him : 
* this, and words ten times more cruel, 
Which tis even Blaſphemy to think; yet ſtill 
I have loved ſo well, l ſhall not with the leaſt 
Outragious word upbraid her with my Fate; 
But falling proſtrate at her Feet, and kneeling 
— bes way mean (joey wy _ Thunder came, 
y ing Heart ſhall jult keep Life enough, 
To bear me back into my Gaol, and die. 
Mor. Look up, and hope a better Fate. 
Alt. Good Heaven, 
If poſſible, diſſolve this dreadful Viſion; 
But if Im doom d to ſee her broken Vows, 
Not Comets with their bearded Majeſty, 
Thoſe blazing Deputies of th angry Gods, | 
Hang o're the World with half that mortal Influence, 
As threats this miſerable Head. Comets! 
Why do I name thoſe Infant Rods of Fate ? 
If Artemira's Cruelty ordeins, 
Her wretched Slave in black deſpair ſball die, 
Within the Sphere of that deſtroying Eye 
Hang all the bloody Banners of the Sky. 


[ Exent. 
ACT 


(22 ) 
| Wore CT III. 


The King diſcovered in bis Night Gown, ſMting, Meroin by Hi. 
4 A Song and Muſick. * 


The Scene a Bed - Chamber. 5 


King Top your inſipid croaking Throats, and practiſe 
Your lintle Arts on little Objedts: Lullt 


Some peeviſh Girl, or froward 5 
And do not hope to calm a ee 
I'm ſtung with a Tarantata: too 
For ſuch mean Ayrs to cure. What wy M =_ V 
Ambition form d to make a — er Lien 
And Father bleſt ? But the reſi 
- Deſtroys the Sacred Wotk: — 1 Ig her 
A Pile of Majeſty, ſo highs ſo lofty, 
On whoſe Imperial Towers ſhe might ſhake hands 
With Gods : But angry Love, that envious Deity, 
Confounds the s of re Story, 
And ſtops the riſin L 
| Aer. Stop it? Death! | 
. What ſhould ra rt WED She ISALRNES Pleaſure, 


And dares ſhe 
King. True Med * 3112201 | 
I can command her Eye, her Hand, bet Tongue 
But they r all Hypocrites, all baſe Diflemblers 
Her hidden Tho he her Hearr's all — 
Kings are not Pow 'r extends or all Wan 
They like unbridled unſu Devils, 
Soar in that Air of which _ — 
Mer. Hold Royal Sir, let not nor your Majeſty 
So much miſtake, thus cheared 
What is that noiſy thing we call a Soul ? 
What's all its Faculties and Puſſions, but 


E 
TY' Impreſſion of our Sence, our Fleſh and Blood? 
Or the Effects of Chance or Education? 

. Pamper'd 


SF 

Pamper'd we're wanton, Great we're proud, Diſt reG'd 
We're Pious, and in Love we're mad; and Sir, 
Is Madneſs a Diſeaſe incurable? 
No; were ſhe mine, tis not a hundred Altomars 
Should keep her from a Throne and 8 Arms; 
And to perform the mighty 
I'd keep her waking the of eg of Cajland, 
Prevent her Morning Prayers with Gayland, Garland 
She ſhould ſcarce — one word but 5 nay; Crowns, Empires. 
Then would I make her Servants, nay, her ver e 
My Inſtruments: They ſhould preach her into 
Tell her, her way to Heav'ns through Ga $ Ars 
Ah Sir, Religion does the rareſt Feats 
in Love; makes a coy Girl ſo kind, fopliant. 
Then would I keep her caged, watch d like a Bird, 
Till ſhe'd forgot her own wild e Notes, 
And learnt my nobles Ay res. | 

King. Thou haſt infpired me, 
And I'll purſue the Sacred Path thouſt laid me. 
III — t' her Chamber, and 
The mi hty Work: I'll ſhew her Greatneſs Empire, 
So bright, as ſhall uncloud her n Sences: 
High — a Beacon fix the blazing Li | 
To ide her through the Labyrint of Night [Exit. 

Mer. As I could wiſh. Gon to the Princeſs Chamber, 


Unarm d, unguarded ! Now for my Reven 
Oh tis the beſt, the rareſt luckielt Kiel vr, W 


That Night, the Bawd to murder 
Could e er have pickt me out. And thou proud ſeornfl Syren, 
Now to my Vengeance thy falſe Heart ſtands fair, 
There is no ſurer Blood-hound chan Deſpair.” [Exit. 
Scene the Second. | 
The Princeſs diſcover'd in her BedChamber. 
Enter Altomar introduced by Roſolin. 


Art. Kind Heav'n he comes 


Rof. + 


(24) 

Roſol. Know, 'tis with wondrous danger | 
But greater Kindneſs that my Royal rel N 
Admits you at this Hour. Ge 

Alt. My generous Guide, 

May Heav'n and Love requite thee for this Favor 


Thoſe Powr's which are my Enemies reward thee, [Exit Roſolin. 


Art. Approach my Altomar: Thisawful Diſtance 
Befits a Courijng, not a Conquering Lover; 
But ſay my Allemar, what pitying Angel 
Has broke thy Chains to bleſs thy Aritmira? 

Alt. Still the ſame Sweetreſs! If the Flower's ſo fragrant, 
Can the dear Root be poyſondꝰ 

Art. Why, are you ſilent Sir, now by my Life 
Your crowding Joys to ſee your kind dear Princeſs, 
Have lockt your Tongue, pent ap the narrow Vent 
For words, and made your ſwelling Raptures dumb: 
Nay then I will increaſe your Extaſie. 
Know, I've been ſtorm'd by your proud haughty Rival, 
The vaineſt thing that ever Fortune rais'd, 
For Fools t' obey, or Beauty to deſpiſe : 
But by my kind Compliance with his Pride, 
I have ſo pleas'd his Yue fo. wrought 
The Royal Pageant up, ti he has ſworn 
By Alla, and his own Imperial Honor, 
Hee'll never marry me, till he has conquer'd me. 
Now when I meet the ſhining Meteor next, 
Til own our Loves, and tell him Tm invincible. 

Alt. Is this the Vertue, Gods, I haveprofaned! 
And this that Truth my frantick Fears could doubt? 
Art. Then if he has the leaſt Spark of Majeſty, 

And (till dares tire me with his nauſeous Love, 

TI Thunder in his Ears his - Promiſe, 

His blaſted Honor, and his broken Vows, 

Till I have ſhamed him from his hopeleſs Suit, 

Made him take all his gaudy Streamers in, 

And ſhrink like bluſhing Cowards from a Siege. 
Alt. Oh was there ever Conſtancy like thine ; 

Or jealous impious Infidel like me ? 


LAlde. 


LA. 


[ Aſide, 
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Art. And does your Artemirs's Kindneſs pleaſe y 
Ale. Pleaſe me ; 3 
Not a bleſt Soul at the laſt Trumpets Sound 
Can hear his Call to Everlaſting Glory 
With greater Extaſie 


Enter Roſalin running. 


Roſ. Madam, the King your Father 

Art. Ha ! what ſayeſt thou? 

Roſ. Is coming hither, juſt now ent'ring, 
And I've out-run the Danger to alarm you. 

Alt. Confuſion | 

Art. Fly fly my Altomar— But hold, to move 
That way, would be to meet him in the Face, 
And to ſtay here is Death. 

Alt. What ſhall I do ? 

Art. Retire into my Cloſer. 


Alt. Oh unhappy Chance — into the Cloſet. 
Art. Huſht as your Grave your ſilent Station keep: 
For if you ſtir my Altomar mult die. F 
Emter King. 


King. You ſeem diſturb'd ; is it the Father's Preſence, 
Or Daughters Guilt that makes this Ague Fit? 
Art. Dread Sir, a Viſit at this hour of Night, 
Ev'n from a Father cannot but ſurprize me. 
KingeSuppreſs your Fear, draw nigh, Icometo talk with you. 
Art. — with the voice of Mercy, Royal Sir, ; 
And whilſt the Breath of Majeſty delivers 
The charming Oracles, thus low I'll fall [ Kneels. 
T' embrace the Feet of the inſpir d God that utters em. | 
King. Well, I will ſpeak with Mercy. 
Art. Yes Royal Sir, if you but knew what Love meant, 
Then you would ſpeak with Mercy, then 3 pity 
My bleeding Heart, not bid me poorly ſel 
My ſolid Peace for th empty name of Empreſs. 


Alas, I would obey you if I could; 
E But 
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But the Command's impoſſible. ; 
I have loved once, and ne'er can love agen. / 
True Love's | | 
A Bird of Paradiſe, when once on 
It keeps the Airy Region, where it flies, 
And never lights before it falls and dies. 


Enter Meroin, locking the Door aſter him. 


King. Tortures and Furies, how ſhe frets my Soul! 
Turns all my Blood to Gall. 


Mer. And mine to Poyſon. 

King. How Meroin? 

Mer. I come to tell thee King, 

That I have chas'd a hunted Tyrant, and 
This fair falſe Crocodile into the Toyl, 
And on this Spot they die. 

King. How Sawcy Traytor / 

What means this unexampled Inſolence? 

Mer. Why Sir, I'll tell you, call to your Remembrance 
The many Wounds I have received for you: 

Have I not been your Conquering Admiral 

For almoſt twice ſeven Years; my Loyalty 

Untainted, and my Courage undiſputed? 

But thy Ingratitude, Barbarian King, 

Could lay me like a ruſty Armor by; 

Nor has ſhe play d the. Tyrant leſs than thou: 

Her cruelty and her proud haughty Scorn 

To all my (lighted Sighs, has light that Brand " © 
Which nothing but her Hearts laſt Blood can quench. 

But I loſe time. 

King. Hold, Impious Slave, yet hold; if thou cant think, 
Much leſs dareſt put in Action, what thou threaten'ſt, 
Canſt thou cer hope thy Royal Maſter's Murger 
Will go unpuniſht? 

Mer. Ves, you would frighten me with Stakes or Gibbets, 
Wracks, or Wild Horſes, or ſome ſuch ſooliſh thing; 

But know, miſtaken King, I came not hither 
With ſuch a faint Deſign. I and my Injuries 


[ Draws. 


Are 
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Are more reſolv d than ſo. (Now for thy Heart. 
Re-enter Altomar imterpoſing. 
Alt. Hold Traytor. 
Mer. Ha! 


Alt. Thou Monſter more than damn'd. 
Mer. Curſes and Plagues, what Fury brought him hither 
Alt. Triumphant Infidel, durſt thy black Soul 
But think to kill thy King! 
What Lunacy inſpired thy Frantick Rage, 
With the leaſt Hope t' effect the Savage Deed? 
Dog, didſt thou fee yon Azure Roof all Blaze 
With unknown Fires? The groaning World beſet * 
With Comets, Earthquakes, | ve and Deluges ? 
Theſe are the Prologues to a murder'd King. 
But do I talk? Thy Crimes, and this juſt Arm 
Fall on thee, Traytor. [They fight, Meroin falls. 
Take thy juſt Reward. [ Sticking him to the Ground. 
Go ſink, and how! in everlaſting Flames. 
Mer. Thou'ſt kill'd me, and Perdition ſeize the Murderer. Dies. 
Alt. Thus low, great Sir, I bend my proſtrate Soul, [K neels, 
and lays his Sword at the King's Feet. 
O'er-whelm'd with Glory, and o'er-charg'd with Blik: - 
For I have ſaved the Royal Albuzeiden, ? 
And the fair Artemira lives by me. 
King. Riſe Altomar, for I have much to ſay, 
And thou to hear. True, thou haſt fav'd our Lives--- 
Alt. With greater Joy, with greater Piety 
Than e er the Trojan Youth his aged Sire 
Over the rowling Con tion bore, 
And ſtemm d a Tide of Fire. To ſave my King 
King. Hold your Caricer,and do not vainly ſing 
Your ill tuned Triumph: Yes, you've ſaved our Lives. 
Your fatal Kindneſs like the circling Adder 
Kills when't embraces. Speak thou dreadful Gorgon, 


That turn'ſt me into Stone, how cameſt thou hither? 
Art. Stop but your Rage, and let me tell you how. 
Oh Sir, look up, and ſee yon =—_ Empire, 
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Where th Univerſal Monarch ſits, whoſe Angels 
Stand Sentinels around the Lives of Kings: 
Hither by that fore · ſeeing Providence 
Was th' happy Altomar Ern by Commiſſion, 
To ſave my Royal Father's Life 

King. Peace Scriech-Ow!l. 

How artfully the fond Enchantreſs pleads! 
What fatal Planet led me to this place, 
To ſee the Ruines of my Royal Name ? 

So cloſe, alone, at this dark hour of night, 
Hid in her Cloſet like a luſtful Satyr? 
+ Alt. What words are theſe I hear ? 

King. Truth Raviſher ; ſounds that will ſink thy Soul, 
When thy hot burning Luſt ſhall plunge below 
In the black Lake quencht like a hiſſing Firebrand. 

Alt. Oh ſpeak once more: For tho my ſhivering Nerves 
Shake like an Ague, they're ſuch dreadful Accents, 
I ſcarce dare truſt my Ears, nor can I think 
Tis Artemira's Royal Father ſpeaks. 

King. Triumphant Villany ! he likes the Muſick, 
And fain would hear the pleaſing Notes repeated. 
Ist not enough that thou haſt broke thy Chains, 
Looſed like a Ty ger for thy Mid-nights Prey, 
And ſtand'ſt all recking with her tainted Blood 

Alt. Her tainted Blood ! 

King. Silence, that Ravens Croak, 

Is this a Place, an Hour, a Scene for Innocence? 
Gods! 

Why is the Race of Kings, the Lines of Heroes, 
With all thoſe mighty Names, 

Deſcent, Nobility, Birthright and Power 
Entruſted to the Truth of that frail Sex } 

Why did you give our undeſerving World 

That Image of your awn great God-heads, Honor, 
And lodge it in that brittle Creature Woman . 

Alt. How can you wander in this Miſt of Hell > 
Can you believe (Perdition) can you think 
That I came hither on that black 7 
Behold that Face, and know miſtaken King, 


His 
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He that dares look upon that awful Vertue, 

Muſt gaze with Eyes pure as. tranſlated Saints: 
His Soul an Altar, and each thought an Offering, 
Each Groan a Martyr, and, Sigh a Prayer, 
And every burning Wiſh a Veſtal Fire. 

Whilſt ſawcy Fleſu and Blood, grofs brutal Sence, 
Thoſe heavier baſer ſordid Elements, 


Alte beaten to their Earthy Center down, 


And blaſted with that dazling Preſence die. 
King. Bold Slave, I'll hear no more. 
Hope not to waſh . 
Thy Sooty Soul, nor paint thy blackneſs white. 
Alt. Yet hear me King, could my rebellious heart 
But entertain one thought to her Diſhonor, 


Id pluck th' invenom'd Traytor up by th' Roots, 


Burſt all the Channels, all the Veins of Life 
Torn up like Conduits ip 4 flaming City, 
To quench my impious and-internal Fire. 
King. Oh artful Hypocrite! ſhall I permit 
Such Impudence to talk and live? Where are you Slaves? 
Alt Gods, that the very beſt of Men and Kings 
Should caſt a Stain on that Imperial Beauty, 
And meanly thitik.that Cbryſtal Fountain poiſon'd ! 
K ing. Slaves, Traytors! 
Alt. Is this the Charge her Guardian Angels keep? 
Or are th' unthinking drowſie Gods allcep ? 
If this Eclipſe on het bright Fame can lie, 
Ye Gods, why buro the Tapers of your Skie? 
Since Nature's brighteſt Stamp is thus diſgrac'd, 
Why are not all her baſer Moulds defac'd? 
Let all things in one joynt contuſion lie; 
Mourn Hcav'n, end World, and bleeding Nature die. 
Leave not one Star of that enamme1l'd i ight, 
But ſhrowd your Heads in everlaſting Night. 
Inſtead of al! 
Thoſe ſhining Orbs which your Creation crown'd, 
May nought | Death in the void ſpace be found; 5 
Goblins and Specters walk th' eternal Round. 
King. Where are you Villains, tardy Slaves, where are you? 


Emer 
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Enter Bunt. a V 
+ nuthin Ap 


You dull unfinew'd Vaſſals : E damn 'em. 
Arc theſe th Effeminate Guards t a Ladies Honor? 
Thoſe ſpightful Dogs, who when we blot out Man, 
Write Bawd and Pander in revenge. Speak Monſters, 
How got that Traytor Entrance? 
Miran. Altomar | 
My Lord, we know not. 
King. No; you were removed: 
The amorous Play admitted no — 3 
And t' execute her Honor's tragick Doom, 
The Stage was clcar'd for the infernal Scene. 
Go, ſcize that impious | [ They ſeize him. 
Alt. Take me Slaves, 
Art. But one poor Heart and all cheſe Stabs to break it. 
Alt. And now behold your dire Commands obey d. 
Send me to Death, and Sir, to baniſh all 
Idea's of Remorſe, if the leaſt Service 
Of Altomar's whole Life riſe to diſturb you, 
Stifle the (trangled Rebell in its Birth, 
And blot remembrance from your Soul : Now kill me, 
Rend my disjointed Bones, and make each part 
A ſeveral Martyr; every ſcatter d Limb 
A Stranger to the Branch on which it grew. 
Do this, and all your utmoſt Rage can frame, 
So you'll be kind and right her 4njured Fame. 
King. Take him away. 
Alt. Yet ſtay, ſtay cruel Judge, 
Since Iam doom d to dye, even condemned Murderers 
Have leave to ſpeak beſore their Execution. 
King. Well, you have leave to ſpeak, talk to the Winds. 
Alt. If I had been that Villain which you think me, 
And durſt attempt to blaſt her ſacred Fame, 
After that Crime what is't I durſt not do? 
I might have letthat Traytor cut your Throat; - 
And when I'd (cen you groveling on the Floor, 
Have then ſtept out and ſav d my Royal Miſtreſs. 
That done, He 
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Her Father dead, her Crown and Heart her own, 
Without Controul I might haveſciz'd my Prey; 
Have feared no Rival Emperors, but revell'd 
In her ſoft Arms, and triumph d on her Throne. 
All this I might have done were I a Villain: 
| But know, miſtaken Prince, I've not commanded 
Your Navy, fought your Bartels, propt your Throne 
To ſee my Sovereign die, that Sacred Lord, 
That awful Man that gave my Princeſs Life, 
Muſt never die whilſt I've a Sword to fave him. 
Art. Oh Miracle of Vertue ! 
King. How he tires me! 
Alt. Nay, were't to do again, I'd fave your Life, 
Tho' the fame hour you doom'd my Death, 
And drag'd my Princeſs tomy Rival's Bed, 
I could not ſce you bleed : Id meet a hundred Swords, 
And in my _ Defence ſtand like a Battery, 
To block their Paſſage to your precious Lite ; 
And when they'd hew'd me like a ſhatterd Rampart down, 
Each mangled Limb ſhould ki6 your Sacred Feet, 
Proud that they'd fav'd the cruet Albuzeiden: 
For ſtill you're Artemira's Royal Father. 
King. For theſe kind words, to take off all Aſperſion 
Of my Ingratitude, I'll own you've faved 
Our Lives, and in return I give you yours. 
Mirvan, your Charge does ngt extend to Blood, 8 
Only confine him to a ſtronger Gaol, 
And ſend a Bow ſtring to the falſe Morat. 
Alt. Oh ſave the poor Morat: If he has ſinn d, 
The Crime was mine, be mine the Puniſhment. [ Kneels. 
King. For mine then, and my Daughters Life, I give 
You yours and his; and now you're amply paid. 
Not one word more; for if you ſpeak he dies. 
Now Rebel Daughter, to atone your Sins, 
Aſſume Obedience for your Sacrifice. 
Prepare to morrow to be Gayland's Bride. 
Alt. Oh my hard Fate! 
Art. Ah Sir, but think, think what dire doom you've giv'n me. 
Could I conſent, and at you dread Commands 


Give 
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— or my _ without m e ve *, 
My faultering Tongue to | 
The very Breath — em will blaſt me; 
And the accuſing conſeious God of Marriage 
Will be ſo far from aiding at the Ceremony, 

That the very Tapers on the Sacred Altar 

Will ſtrike thoſe deadly Flaſbes in my Eyes 

I ſhall fall blind at his Imperial Feet; | 

And when I'm drag'd into that diſmal Scene 

The Nuptial Bed, inſtead of Bridal Bluſhes, 

He'll find a trembling Wretch beſet with Horrors, 


All pale as Death, and ghaſtly as the Grave, 


Is this a Wife fit for a Monarchs Boſom? 
Or this the Doom of your poor Artenrira ? 

King. Leave theſe vain Tears, fantaſtick weeping Fool, 
Thoſe Glories I've deſign d thee, will diſpell | 
Theſe Vapors, and un- ſeal thy blinded Eyes. 

Now if thou'rt honeſt, (as pray Heav'n thou att) 

Luſtre and Fame be thy immortal Prize. 

If not, if thou haſt plaid the treacherous Wanton, 

And when I give thee to the Emperor's Arms, 

He finds thee talſe, thy Virgin Hopor loſt, 

Thy Hearts rank Blood appeaſe his Wrongs and mine, 
Lie down his Bride, and riſe his Sacrifice. 

Art. Oh my too rigid Fate! the mercileſs Souldier 
That flies with Fire and Sword through a ſtorm'd City, 
Is gentler than a Father : 

He tender Hearted Man, 

Melted and pierc'd with raviſh'd Virgins Shrieks, 
Strikes his kind Javelin through their throbbing Hearts, 
And ends their pains, their | ny and ſhame together 
But this mild Doom would much too gentle be, 

More lingring Torments are reſerv'd for me. 

King. Away with her, dull Slaves. 

Art. Dear Altomar farewell. [Exennt King, Ar- 
temira, and ſome of the Attendants. 


Alt. 


Gayland with Attendams. 


Gayl. H now rm 7 Ong 

4 O Fantaſtick Beauty, can this fair Apoſtate 
Doat on an abje& deſpicable Slave 
What is't you call the Vaſlal ? 

1. Atten. Altomar. 

Gayl Now could I laugh at that fair Folly Woman: 
No ſome little Wretch her Smiles have rais d, 
And pufft the boulſter'd Pigmy up with Pride 3 
And now he ſtalks and ſtruts. 

1. Att. Great Sir, 

Gayl. Did you command his Jaylor 
In our Imperial Name to come us? 

1. Att. Great Sir, he waits without. 


Exter Mirvan. 


Mirv. I come,Great Sir, to know your high Commands. 
Gayl. Art thou the Keeperof this Altoxar ? 
6— Death, the Slave © Elegan 
47¹. [ y the 1s s * 
Where is that Princely Mourner ? | 


Mirv. Great Sir, . 
That Chamber is his homely Palace, that 
Courſe Cabinet enſhrines his ing Glory. 


Gayl. Hi Villai 
— 


— 
\ 
, 


. ( * 
* . m4 „ o 


By Jove, I'll face my 


This animated C 


. Ashes ene l d d 

And look th 1 20 — 8 Jr ien 14 

ow Sir l., „n 11.2 e L 
WI ja Imperial Majeſty deſcend 

To make a Viſit to a Slave in Chains? 2 

Gayl. Yes, Til be kind, and put him out of Pain. [ Exit. 


Ne- enter, the Scene thanged. 


But ſtay Retire, I'll talk with him alone: 
For ſhould I come thus followed, thus attended, 
He'll fay I proudly take th' Advantage | 
Of Crowds and Pomp tu brave him. Leave me. 


Exeunt Attendants, and Enter Altomar. 


Gayl. When I ſhall telt thee what Imperial Head, 
The Terror of the World, and Lord of Kingdoms 
Theſe humble Walls incloſr. It is a Name | 
Will make thy chilling Mood ſhrink to thy Heart. A 
Alt. Why, what art thou, my haughty-noiſy: Blufterer? 1; 
Gayl. Bold Sir, mencall me Gayland. #12 tO MN 
Alt. Gayland ! wondrous well. | 
Gay. Ha! is this all? 
Alt. Why Gaylazd, if Men call you Guyland, 
What would you more? 
Gayl. Thou unfledg'd Heroe, nam. 
That conquering Prince to whoſe triumphaꝑt Chariot 
Proud Nations, and their Lords in Chains fall proſtrate, 
Comes here to ask thee with what Inſoleuce 
Alt. Inſolence! ur- 2 . 1 112 1 
Gl Vue, wi what oe thou date ſt look up- 
To that bright Saint that I vouchſaſe ti adure ? | 
Alt. Know then, IA 
Thou Conquering Prince to whoſe Ti Chariot 
Proud Nations and their Lords o Chains fall proſtrate, 
To that bright Saint, that Goddeſs-of my. Sq,m¾ © 1 94 
I dare look up with the ſame Co7]mm ae 4 7 
| $ 


As ſhe looks down on Gayles 


Got dee pe opt e e 


i * 


Now by my Im bo, a 
I could with thi _— 
And the killing feeble ſtingleſs Worm ; 
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But Kings are Gods, and I will calm my Thunder: 


My Lightning is too proud to blaſt a Shrub, 

Alt. Then merciful good natur'd Thunderer, 
You uſe me kindly. 

Gayl. Rude — as | 

Alt. Rude Kin t nvade ight, 
My Artemira's — But know ſhe e 
And had thoſe Nations thou haſt vanquiſht been 
But half ſo much invincible, thy Empire 


Would not have reacht ſo far as does thy Shadow : 


Nor had thy Sw 
Thy Length in Ea, to lay thy Bones in Duſt. 
ayl. Patience kind Hear'n.b 
Thoſe ever-burning Globes, I ſhall grow mad. 
Alt. Mad! Howit would pleaſe me 
To ſee the Fierce Numidiam Lion foam, 
Tear up the Ground, and laſh his Sides, 
Whilſt I, like Herewles, in State ſtand by, 
Behold thy Lunatick full Tide ſwell o er, 
Then ſmile to hear the Royal Savage roar. 
Gayl. Now by my Life, the Soul of Empire 
Bold Traytbr take 
Where am I going ? Gods, 
I thank you, I'm once more my Paſſions Lord; 
And Slave, I'll find a nobler way to/puniſh thee : 
Attend and liſten to thy Doom. 
To morrow I will marry Artemire. 
Alt, Marry her! thou dareſt not. 
Gayl. Sawcy Mortal, dare not ! 


e et won more Ground, than juſt 
y all the Fires that animate 


[ Going to ſtab bias. 


Yes and to augment thy Plagneythou hee tn Cui 1 
Stand by to aid the a | | 


Alt. So Sir. f 


Gayl. In thy right Hand the Bridal Taper hold; 


Then to the Temple ſhalt my — light, 
2 


And 
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Gel. And when ſhe takes her highelt ex 
To —— thy bended Neck 's her Foot-ſhool, 
Into my Throne ſhe mounts upon thy Head. 
Alt. My Head! | 
Gayl. Thy Head, proud Tray tor; and to ſumm all, 
When in her Arms our Worlds great Lord ſhall lie, 
Live to deſpair, then ſtab thy ſelf and die. | 
Alt. Thou marry her ! by the All-ſcing Gods 
That know this Heart, there's ſomething in this Breaſt 
So dear, ſo great, ſo far beyond thy Droſs, 
Thy baſer Mould, that I'm as far above thee 
In Artemira's Eyes, as Jove from Pluto. 3 
There's ſomething ſacred that informs my Soul 
I'm ſo much more a King than thou, that werenot 
My ſhorten'd Talons cut, and my Wings pinion'd, 
My Eagle Rage ſhould ſoar above thy Head. 
And ſtrike thee like acroaking Raven dead, 
Gayl. Down to thy Grave,profane rude Monſter down. 
" [Going to ſtab bim. 
Diſarm d, Oh ſhame, and by a, naked Slave! [Altomar wreſts 


CRE IE the Da er out, of his Hand. 
But thus Il ſend the Dog to Cerberus. T Drawing his Sword. 
Alt. Coward, come on. | 
Gayl. Death and Perdition greet thee. [They fight, Alto- 
mar ung vine with the Dagger : Whilſt they 
are fighting, ile King and Guards enter; and as they 
go to part them, Altomar having receiv'd a great many 
Wounds, he flrikes in with the Emperor, and Gayland 
falls. Guard: ſeize Altomar. 
Gayl. My brittle Glaſs burſt by a Vaſſal's Hand! 
My Life and Glories raviſht by a Slaveen 
Burn burn your Looms, curſt Hags, ye Hell-born Siſters, 
If you can twiſt the Threads of Kings no ſtronger. \ [ Dies. 


. Oh my head] 
AT From what a Previvice am I fall'n ! 
Is this a Daughter's Coronation Day? 
My very Crown, my tottering Kingdom 


* 1 


. 
[ 1 4 ' 
: 
” a & " 


Shakes 
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Shakes at this Blow ! Does not th' 3 Army 
Of fifty thouſand Men lie m'\my Oates, 
A Force too for my weak fawer 6s grapple with? 
Who in their dear murder'd Emperor, 
Wilt raze my City, lay wy wings — waſte, 
All buried in one heap 
Alt. Reven their Tyrant — 
Yes Sir, I kill'd him, and ſo kill'd him, that 
Th' — World muſt juſtifie the Blow. 
An Emperor! like a mean- ſpirited Slave 
He came, and poorly braved me in my Chains. | 
Then in the baſeſt — unmanly fury, - 
He ſtruck his Da at my naked Breaſt ; 
But from his hand unarm'd I ſnatch'd the Ponyard, 
And in a brave Defence thus ſtain'd, thus goar'd, 


Tript up the Heels of the Gigantiol Coward, 1 
And with his weight I made his Grave ſhake under him. 
King. Hold Brutiſh Impudence, canſt thou plead excuſe 
For this infernal Deed? 
Better a thouſand low-born Souls like thine | 
Should float-in Shoals thr Tides and: Seas of Blood, 
Than the leaſt Vein of Majeſty ſhould, hlerd; A: 2997 
Or a Crown'd Head but ake. | 
Alt. A Crown'd Head! ſo at that rate a Villain 
May be an Emperor at his Coronation. . 
— and Hell i held up up the Guadey: 
Whilſt Blood and Tyeal on dyed al Purple... 
No Voice of Majeſt ag no Sound of Glory; 
But Maſſacre, Rebellion, Deſolation. 
King. Silence, this Blaſphemy, What profane Breath 
Has Treafon i in Deſpair? What if dis Dagger 
Aim'd at thy naked-Breaſt : So angry 
Strike impious Men. Dots Thunder aim at Thunders,, 
Or ſhould an —— Monarch play the Dueller ? 
Thy Pride I'm ſure provok'd his ſacred Rage, 
And 'twas but bs t 1 forfcit Life . pay for t. 


| 


| 4 


| 
, 
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Enter Arcerira dnl Womer, 1 
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King. But bold Adaflinare, thy irmpious | ruty 
Could Gift thy Hand __ the Life of Majeſty. 
The beſt of men thou haſt r 
And like a Traytor thou ſhajr die. 
Alt. A Traytor | 
Art. Die! Oh my ſtartled Soul. 
Alt. No cruel Lord, 
T kill'd him nobly, bravely kill d him, King, 
No grapling Roman in Romes Amphitheater 
Took an encountring Lion by the Throat, 
And tore his Heart out with a Rage more manly. 
King. Oh Giant Inſolence 
But I loſe Breath: be ey andtony, 


His Execution, A, be try 
Firſt publiſh hi a Fray, eee, 1 


Then build a Sold in d in the open Forum; 

A Wrack and Torturers be ready. 

T appeaſe. the Bldodiof this: der'd Monarch 3 
By all my Hopes th' Aſlaffinate ſhell die, 

With the ſame ſolemn Form of Death, our Law 

And Cuſtom dooms a Ttaytor to our Crown. 

Alt. Ah Sir, you ne'er was barbarous till this Hour. 

Die for an honorable piece — — 

Done in my own Drience q and Hike a Tra 

Proclaim' 1. a Traytor! branded and 

T' atrayterous publick Shame | My Death I ſcornto fear; 
But to die infamous is more than dying. 

Shame is the only Wound Souls can feel. 

Art. Oh hear me Sir, whilſt I have Lie to ſpeak : 
Look on wages 7 ry —— Honor, 
Faith, Truth and Love, t Soul Angels, 

And Model of a God. MY 

Alt. Oh matchleG Swvctned | ? 

Art. And muſt that Jy ___ Celeſtial Temple 
Be raſed by ſacrilegious impiou 
lobamane King but On 2 I on no more 


[F aims, 


King, 


(39)/ 
King. No Traytreſs, thou haſt dome too much? . 
And only blaze t a Kin 1 N 

Art. Ah my dear Lo —unkind heart 
To break ſo and not to ſtay or Atonar. { Swoons. 

Ale. She faints, ſhe faints, that injut d Beauty dies: 

Look up my Star, ſhine out dear elouded Brightneſs. 

Now King thou'rt more thani/exquiſitety cruel : 

For if your Tyranny muſt break that Heart, 

My Wrongs are Pageants to this laſt dire Blow. | 

King. Why Villain, let her faint and die, whaeehen? 

Sleep on, thou Scandal of — 422 AT. 
For ever, whilſt 1 neves' . 

Alt. Divine ſweet Excellence, — — hve: Ae 
Tis thy kind Altomar that bids thee live. :- 

Art. From Deaths cold Sleep what voice of Pity wakes me — 
Ah my dear Lord, ist you® What n bleſt 9 19 
Is here 2 Did not my cruel Rather - Ng or; 
Fright my poor Soul away-with the Ghaſtly Viſion 
Of my dear murder'd Lord > © © 
And do I wake in Altomars kind Arms !- 

Alt. Yes, Royal Sweetneſz, thy Tyrannick Farther, 
Though he has drereed thy di 

Art. Nay then, why were my cloling Eyes 
Torn open to behoſdꝭ this hated Light, 

More terrible than Death's eternal Night'? 

Alt. Let not the Tarrene of y gortow fell! 
Too high: Thy Altomar is not ſo loſt. 
He has Glories, Pleaſures, Joys; and thy kind Father 
Has through his burning Rage ſome Sparks of Pity : 

He has left this Treaſure in my dying Arma. 
And kindly crownsthe Victim e er it bleeds. 

Art. And muſt vou die? cannot, will not bear'! its. 
Yeangry Gods, if this be the Reward ': © + | 
Of Truth and Love, and unkind Providence 
Ordains two faithful Hearts a Fate fo diſmal; 

Poor Love, I fear, has but ſew Friends an Heav'n. 

Alt. Indeed, my ſweeteſt Saint, ris very hard, 

ket I muſt gaze on thoſe bright Eyes no more. 


Graſp 


Thy Eyes, young Witch, light «his dire Conflagratign,” 0 9 | 


| 


e ben King. 
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Graſp thy dear Knees, lic at thy Feet no more, 
A very ſad long — ma manger w_ 

very a 1 
But we (hall meet agen, and what, tho tis | 
Beyond the Grave? To win this glorious Þ Prize 
The Race can never be too long, 

The way too craggy, nor the cal tog are 
No, my beſt Life, the Stars are not ſo diſtant;ʒ 
Nor are the Battlements of Heav u too high 
To ſcale — ſo much Beauty. 

How ſad a — ſhall we leevebohind us? 
Henceforward — ſome mela Vi irgio 
Looks out a lonely Cell to mouta and die 
She'll read no more the tender mouruſul Tales 
Of raviſht Philoweb, or bleeding Lucrece 
But — — er 1 Love, 
Read, all the t her dying ae 
And — = yes in Artemrira's W 
Oh let me gh my Soul imo thy Arm, 

And powre a flowing Deluge on thy Boſom. 

Alt. Beſt of thy Sex; — Virgin Sweetneſs, 
Who would not die thus mourn'd,thus loved, thus pitied, 
With thy kind tender and melting Eyes, 

Such — Sbowers, and fragrant — himꝰ 
When th the luxurious Anthony 

In diſſolved Pearl drank at a Draught, 
He lived not with that Pleaſure that I die: 

I in this Nectar taſte Eternity. | 


Euter Achmat aud Guards. 


Ach. My Lord, I come to make a harſh Divorce. 
Art. Oh bloody Tyrant Father | 
Alt. Hold, yet ſtay. 
Ab. My Lord, our Hiſte———— 
Alt. Black Inſtrument of Hell, 
May I not ſtay to take ht Farewell? 
My — Life, along 


0 
But he that goes to de fare ought to the IO WO SVE! 
His leave upon his Knees, * br ot gmt : 
So have I ſeen 
The Beauteous Image of the Que of Love 
Adorn'd with all herGraces, her fair Hand, 
Her bluſbing Cheeks, and murmuring Lips all Swertneſi 
And at the Feet of the Celeſtial Form, 
Her humble Cpid hanging round her Knees. 
Oh Love let me-make up that pious Figure. 
Low at the Feet of my dear Goddeſs bow, h 
And mourn and weep till Fm as blind as thou. Su | UA 
Ach. Sir, our Commiſion brooks no more delay. | 
Alt. Mercilefs Slaves 
Art. My deareſt Allomar 
Farewell; and in thy dying Groans remember - vw old 14 
Thy Artemira hovers thy Head: NUM Mun nor 
Like thy beſt Geriiag Waitsthee to thy Heav s. 
My mounting Soul with-thy laſt breath th ſhall fly. 


It I can hold ſo long before 
2 been rnd int by da. 
Alt. She's gone. WAG Nt | 


The Lees and Out- caſt of F thewhole Genes 

Are Princes to the wretched Altomar. a 

Gallies and Dungeons hold not ſuch a wes 

A Slave ſo loſt as Altomar. 

Now Gentlemen, you whoſe Commiſſion tis 

T* attend a dying Martyr to a Stake: 

There was a time, my valiant Fellow-Souldiers, 

We marcht together in a Cauſe more glorious. | 

Morat. Yes, injured Prince there was: when out great General 

The Conquering Altomar led us to Victory. | 
Alt. Name it no more: that day is quite forgotten, 

My Honor's laid in Duſt as I muſt be: 

But now with my laſt Breath I muſt _— you ; 

Let not my ghaſtly Fortune fright you from 

Your deareſt Loyalty. Fight on my Souldiers; 

Fight for your Royal Lord ; go on till you 

Have won him Trophies —— as Stars, 


© 
« 
- 


And Glory dazling asthe Sun: wy then expect 
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. — Farah 123 
or he's a King ſo juſt, a King ſo generous, * 
—— —— 
To nothing but to Altamer 3 unkind 
To nought but Allo mr. 0 
Mirv. How bright a Mind. G12 : 3 1 
Is lodg d within this clouded Pile of Honor | 
Alt. Lead on; yet ſtay When you ſhall ſee me bleed, 
Tho' thro a hundred Gates my Life ſhall ſally out, 
Let not my Blood forceanunmaily Tear; 
For tis a Souldier dies, and Dearh's our Game: 
And where we hayt no Stake but Life todo, - 
The Pain's not worth a Sigh : But when you think 
With what an ignominious Doom I fall. 
All blaſted with the- Name of Traptor 
That only Torture, Shame, dire kil 


ing Shame, 
Then powre your piey through y — 
To think how my degree en Honor des 
Morat. Never was Fate ſo ſad. 


. BU Qb . j 
What Plagues, what my black deſpair would find. 
Were not the charming edyontro king? #170 Neon Oy 
But now, ye Gods, in ſpite of Tyram y, 
Ingratitude, Death, Torwyes, Infamys: | 1 
Tho all th' Artill of Fate, wenn 1151 013. 
And all your Thunder kevelmpg:-Head' 1 noms 1 De, 
Fate only can my Earthy Out- WH Sr orph nity 5173 
But ſhe makes Safety, Strenge and Yeace within. 177 9720 
Amidſt the threatning Storms chat round me rowl; | 
Loves kind white Flag haugs out to calm my Soul. 
1 7 1 i 


: 
8 a , | * T, 


Enter Morat meeting Mirvan. 


Mor. Mirvan, thy Looks Horrorʒif thou'rt come 
From the Imperial Army, and doſt bring 
Ought terrible give ita T . No Voice 
But that of Ruine fure ſhould ſpeak to day. . 

Mirv. Yes Sir, I come from the Imperial 
To tell you that Diſtraction and Contuſion, 
Lie like a brooding Plague around our Walls. 
No Mutiny was ever half ſo loud, 


The Souldiers in a hundred different „„ Har 
G deen ond Bug G Gedecrtle Tame bo b. . 


And where the Fury of this Storm will fall, 

Whether their Clamors be their pi 

For their loſt Emp'ror, or a _ ing Fire 

In Vengeance to his Blood, Heav'n knows. 

Mor. Alas! Thofe little Wee not half 

So diſmal, as our Tragick Scene within. 

Oh Mirvan, Mirvan, that Illuſtrious Youth, 

The gallant conquering Altomar, at whoſe 

— — Name . Genius pk 
e who has propt our finking Kingdoms 

Is baſely murder d, like a Traytor ies, 

And by a Death ſo infamous, fo inhumane. 


Enter Roſalio. 


Roſ. Oh never, never was a Sight ſo horrid. 
Mor. Ah Madam, if your Eyes have felt ſo much 
= from this Ground; For I am repeating that 
ill wound your Ears, and act new Murders there. 
Roſ. No, kind Morat, if thou canſt breath that Story 
Whaſe Repetition is enough to _ 
2 


Live 
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Live thou to tell it whilſt I die to hear it. 
Mor. What Hearts of Fleſh,with Eyes of Sence and Pity 
Could ſtand to fee that * com 
Upon a Wrack, fixt on a publick 3 
And then behold from all his tortur'd Limbs, 
His manly Fleſh torn. off with burning Pincers. 
Oh more than barbarous King: the ſooty Cyclops, 
Who ſweating at the Anvil, points the lightning, 
And moulds.the ny — — 
Nel er ſhaped a Mettal for a work fo diſmal. 
Mirv. Oh matchleſs Cruelty ! 
Mor. Nor is this all to drown his dying Groans, 
The Drums and Trumpets, all thoſe martial Organs, 
Which once were tuned to noblet Ayres, when Alomar 
Fill'd their ſhrill Throats with ſounds of Victory, 
Are now employed to ring his Funeral Peal. 
MethinksI fancy how in firſt Non-age, .,, 
— — ones 55 the da "ing Moon | 
en joyn d with diſcond-dinas pt ratling Bra WA 
Cryes Vell and Shouts to aid 12 Chor liber | 
So ſing the Dirges of the dying. Altemar, "we 
No Sounds — Sed Glory. 
Mirv. What could provoke. the belt of Kings to ach 
A Deed below the worlt of Savages?.... +, | 
Mor. That Canker of Great Souls; thoſe only Actors 
In all great Maſlacres Fear and Revenge. 
He fears the Out · rage of the mutipous Souldiers, 
And thinks his threat ned Kingdom lies at Stake. 
And for th ignoble Cowards Maxim, Safety, - ; -- 
In hopes to mitigate their Rage, he proſecutes 
This more than common Vengeance for their King. 
Merv, What could the wretched Altomar e er do, 
To harden the obdurate Gods againſt him? 
Mor. Why nothing, LEE | 
Only he loved the Daughter of his King; 
and as that criminal doom d for robbing Heav n, 
In Tortures like the poor Prometheus dies, 


* 
1 


' 


For ſtealing. Fire from Artemire's Eyes, nope es nr ure bo: 
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Roſ. Oh Sir, you leave the ſaddeſt part untold : 
Tis not enough this injur'd-Hero diess 
But to make revenge aſtoniſhingly cruel, 

The mourning Princeſs in more exquiſite Torments 
For her forbidden Love to her dear Altomar, 

By her own Slaves, her new-made Jaylors haled, 
Stands by to view the Bloody Execution, 

And ſee (to dying Lover's Heart-ſtrings crack. 

The mourning Nobe for her ſlaughter d Sons, 
Congealed with Horror to a weeping Marble; 

Her grieſs were calm to Artemira's Woes. 

Art. Inhumane, bloody, Savage, Tyrant, Father, 
Oh let me die, Dogs, Slaves, infernal Torturers, 
Lend me a Javelin, Sword, Cords, Daggers, Poyſon. 
No Fiend below, no pitying God above 
Nor one kind Bolt in Heaven to ſtrike me dead? 


Alt. Oh ſtop that Sacred Flood, my Royal Heav 'n, 


Weep not for me; for I'm above all pity. 

But ſome few Minutes more, and I ſhall mount 

On Angels Wings to that immortal Throne, 

Where dying Lovers Groans are heard no more; 

Nor their warm purple ſtains the reeking Floor. 
Art. Let go your Hold, Tormentory, let me © go. 

Oh ſee proud Slaves, your humble Princeſs kneels ; 

And can ſhe be denyed ? 

Oh my dear murder'd Lord, 


Alt. Ah riſe, fair royal Angel mourner, riſe. 

Art. Oh never, never, on my Knees I'll grow, 
Fix and root here, till ſome relenting God 
Has laid me in thy Grave. 

Alt. My better Self, 
Theſe Griefs are kind; but let em flow more mildly. 
I feel no pains, but thro' my Princeſs Heart. 


[ Gets looſe. 
[ Kneeling. 


(45) 


> 
King. If you want pains 
III find em for you; call to your remembrance 
Your black Ingratitude to your kind King, 
For all the numerous Honors I had given you; 
That glorious Structure my vaſt Hopes had rais'd 
Thou haſt at one blaſt blown up; 
And the only Remnant of my Royal Blood 
Thou haſt made for ever wretched. 
Art. Wretched! can my Altomer's 
Dear Love make Artenrira wretched! No, 
Miſtaken King, I've loved fo well that know, 
To die for Altomar has more of Heav'nrin't, 
Than Ages on the World's Laperial Throne. 
King. Take Hence the Syren. ' 
Oh Love, thou unextinguiſhable Brand 
Of Vengeance, take her from his Sight; be gone. 
She from this Minute ne'er ſhall fee him more. 
Art. Stay mercileſs Villains, favage Blood-hounds ſtay. 
Alt. And art thou gone? ; [Exit forced ont. 
Snatcht from my panting Side? 
Remorſleſs King, how can you be fo cruel 
To a poor dying Wretch at his laſt Gaſp, 
Totear that Beauty from my bleeding Arms? 
Thro' all the Graves my gaping Wounds can ſhow, 
You never ſtab d me till rtns killing Blow. 


King. What Sounds are theſe? [Trumpets heard. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. An Envoy from the Army. [ Emter Envoy. 


Emv. Great Sir, I come from the Imperial Camp, 
To tell you that the mutinous Souldiers, tired 
With an Uſurper's Yoak, demand a Succeſſor 
From the true Royal Line: And by their Threats 


And 
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And Clamors to the General Abdalla, 
Have forced him to diſoover that Prince Altomer, 
A noble Youth —_ in your Court, 
But Stranger to his own great ity, 
Is the * to th Empire of = 
And in th' united Peoples Voice I come 
To call him to a Throne. 

King. How Sir! is Altomar 
The Royal Heir to th Empire of Morocco? 

Emv, Yes Sir, the Blood of their laſt murder d Monarch 
Muly Labas runs in his Veinsz his true Name 
Mah Meſude 4 but by a borrow'd Title, 
Preſerved an Infant in the Court of Egypt, 
T' eſcape the mortal Rage of the old Bloody Empreſs. 

King. What Words are theſe > 

Exv. But all his Injuries 
Are cancell'd in his Coronation day, 
From his long Night, like a gay Bridal Sun, 
He to his new w World ſets out in Glory. 

King. Oh never, never will that morning riſe; 
See there that Glorious Sun is ſet for ever. 
Haſte z take that Sacred Martyr from the Wrack: 
Be quick ye Slaves. They cut him down, 


and ſet him on a Chair. 
Env. What have ye done ? 
King. Yes, Fates, what have I done? 
A deed for which the Furies want a Name: 
Martyr'd a Monarch on a Gibbet 
Damnation ſhape me ſuch a Deed in Hell. 
In Vengeance to a baſe Uſurper's Blood, 
Like an infatuated Savage Indian, 
I've built an Altar to # worſhipt Devil, 
And facrific'd a King t a Rebell's Ghoſt. 

Alt. And was I born an Empire's Heir for this? 
King. Oh Altomar, moſt ſacred injured Lord, 
What diſmal Wrongs does Heaven ordaln for thee ? 

What Plagues, what Hells for me ? 


The 


| 8) 
The only man of all Heav'ns whole Creation, 
That could have made me great, my r bleſt, 
Her Love immortal, and my Name et 
I have moft barbarouſly maſſacred, 
The nobleſt Blood that Royal Veins cer held, 
have let out to drown the ſinking World. | 
Alt. Ah Sir, did you not name your beauteous Daughter 

For ſure methought I felt new Life ſhoot thro me. 

King. Fly. bring that mourning Sweetneſs to his Arms; 
Tell her her Royal Altowar's hard Fate, 
And her repenting Father's killing Horrars. 

Alt. There's ſomething in that Breath ſo kind, ſo wondrous kind, 
Had I more Lives to loſe I could forgive em all, | 


Enter Artemira. 


Art. Oh my dear dying Lord! 
Alt. Oh name not dyi : 

For thou'rt my Bride, ho this our Nuptial Day. 

And now let Death and Ruine do their worſt; A 

One minute in my Artemirs's Arms, 21202 92“ 

Has all the Raptures of Eternity. 3: 26H 
Art. Yes, my loved Lord, in ſpite of Fate, this days, 

At once our Nuprial and our Coronation. 

And ſure if Love can Crown us in the Stars, 

We ſhall ſhine there the brighteſt Pair in Heav'n. + mA 
Alt. Oh Love, what is thy Power? | 1 2. 
Art. Now cruel Father, | 

Kill'd by my dear Lord's Wounds, I'll fave you all 

Th Expence of Steel or Poyſon for my Fall. 

King. No live, you beſt of Lovers, live for ever. 
Oh that I could ſupply from my own Veins 
That Blood I've rob'd fromthine ʒ from my torn Limbs, 
With my own Fleſh new cloath thy naked Bones. 
Ye Gods, why are your Miracles all ceas'd? 
No Art in Heav'n to fave his precious Lite> © 
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Alt. Sir, your untimely Kindneſs comes too late: 

But to acknowledge theſe laſt Sparks of Pity, 

You Sir, that come t invite me to a Throne, [To the Envoy. 

Bear back my dying Sighs to my kind Subjects: ; 

Tell em I have a Brother call'd Cialto, 

A Souldier in the Perſian Sophy's Camp. 

Let him be call'd to fill my empty Throne. 

But let him know Cer the Imperial Diadem 

Circles his radiant Brow. that tis the laſt 

Requeſt of his expiring Brother, that 

The Wrongs of Altomar be ne'er remember'd. 

No Schriech-owl Fame dare croak my dying Wounds; 

But let him cheriſh this dear Sacred Prince: 

For he's the Father to my Royal Bride; 

And his kind Hand has given me Ariemira 
King. Bight Miracle! rodigious Goodnels! Gods, ; 

Muſt ſo much Worth, — ſo much Honor die? 

Alt. Oh ſtop your violent Griets. Alas, great Sir, 

I am your Son, we're both your Children now, 

And cannot bear our drooping Father's Woe. 
Art. Oh cruel Sir, why are you kind too late? 

Why was not I my dear Lord: Bride till now? 

Why did not your poor Artemira 7 

In theſe dear Arms, theſe circling Glories ſhine# 

Could nothing but an Empire make him mine? 

Oh the ill judging World! 

King. Poor injur'd Girl ! 
Art. Has hemore Love, more Charms, more Hearts to give me, 

Becauſe he's Heir t' a Crown. Ah no, he was 

To me my King, my World, my Heaven before, 

And Crowns and Empires could not make him more. 

Alt. Oh Artemira, take me on thy Breaſt. 

My Royal Saint, what Heavn of Bliſs 

Should we poſſeſs if I had Life to love thee. 

But Oh a Cloud o'ercaſts my Riſing Sun: 

Juſt when my Joys begin, my Life is done. [ Dies, 
Art. He's gon, he's gon, and do I ſtay behind ? 
King. Farewell dear martyr'd Saint; 

That parting Sigh that breaks thy Heart ſtabs mine. 

H Art 
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Art. Oh Mur der, Ruine, Horror and Deſpair 
That ghaſtly Scene of Blood Blood did 1 fay ! 
Fye I theſe are Ruby Bracelets on his 
Thoſe Scarlet Love-Knots my kind Father tied, 
To bind two dying bleeding Hearts together. 
King. Poor 1njur'd Innocence, look up and live. 
Art. Live cruel Father] love like me and live! 
Not to be Empreſs of a thouſand Worlds. 
A Love like mine. Oh Father, Love's a God-head — —- 
Yes a blind God, his Lights all drown'd like mine. 
And is he blind indeed! how came he blind? 
Say, did he weep his Eyes out for my Altowar ? 
Oh my ſick Soul! 
King. Speak to thy wretched Father. 
Art. Ha! is't my Love that calls me? See 
His mounting Chariot haſtens me away. 
I come my Altomar, my Life I come. [Stabs ber ſelf. 
Oh ſee the Gods our Nuptials do prepare. 
See Altomar, ſee Artemira there. 
The Feaſting Gods with Bridal Chaplets crownd, 
Whilſt to the Poles the jocund Orbs reſound, c 
And all the Near of their Heav'n goes round. 
In thy chaſte Arms thy glittering Bride enfold : 
Her Palace archt with — and paved with Gold. Dies. 
King. Was ever wretched Father damn'd as I am? 
But I am ſafe, his dying Breath forgave me. 
No, generous Prince, thy Mercy ſoar'd too bigh: 
Thou mayeſt forgwe thy Murder, but not I. [Stabs bimelf. 
Mor. Why this raſh Deed ? 
King. No, tis a Noble Deed. 
Should Guilt and Shame ſurvive when Vertue bleeds? 
I'm but the meaneſt Wretch this Storm has wrack'd. 
That pair of faithful Lovers died before me. 
When Natures Wealth, all her rich Fraught finks down, 
Surely the Lumber of the World may drown. 
Morat, as e er thou lov'ſt thy dying King, 
Sce my Bones lodg'd in that wrong'd Prince's Grave al 
u 
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Lay my Head law beneath his Royal Feet. . [ Dies. 
See here the dire Effects of unkind Parents; 

Our whole World bleeds for their unhappy Loves. 

How calm a Stream is Love when unoppos d: 

But ſtop d, the impetuous Torrent does o'erturne 

Whole ſinking Kingdoms, and makes Empires mourn. 


[Exennt Omnes. 


The 


The E P 1.L'0 G OE) Spoken by Mrs Cube 
Girl,.as a @ PID. "aſp 


12 the Poet knew no better way, 

Than to ſend me to prattle for bis Play; 

I am y ur Cupid, and you canuot ſure 
Drive-juch a ſmail young Beggar from your Door: 
Do you be but as kind as you are fair, | 

And by ry Quiver, Bow and Darts, I ſwear, 

The little Tiny God, whoſe help you want, 

Sha'l hear your Prayers, and all Your wiſhes grant: 
The Country Lady ſhall come up to Town, 

And ſhine in her ol Coach, and ler new Gown ;, 
The City Wife ſhall leave ter poor Tom Farthing, 
And'take a harmleſs Walk to Covent Garden ; 
Thoſe very Eyes Par flill look young and gay, 
That Conquer'd on the 1 : 

But you, the brighter Beauties of the Curt, 

Jou who the World und, but Stage ſupport, 

Jou ſha'l ſubdue all Hearts, while I fit ſtill ; 

L break. my Bow, and leave your Eyes to kill; 
Nay the Court-Star, your Beauties to a lvance, 
Has left ler Dazling Sphere to ſet in France. 


